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NARRATIVE PROSE 

R, L. STEVENSON 
the escape 

The time for our escape drew near, and the 
came the less we seemed to enjoy the prospect. ere 
is but one side on which this castle can be left eit er wi 
dignity or safety; hut as there is the main gate an ’ 

and the chief street of the upper city, it is not to e oug 
of by escaping prisoners. In all other directions an 
abominable precipice surrounds it, down the face o w i 
(if anywhere at all) we must regain our liberty. 
concurrent labours in many a dark night, working wi 
most anxious precautions against noise, we ha ma e ou 
to pierce below the curtain about the south-west corner, 
in a place they call the Devil’s Elbow. ^ I have never 
met that celebrity; nor (if the rest of him at a comes 
up to what they called his elbow) have I the least 
of his acquaintance. F rom the heel of the masonry, t e 
rascally breakneck precipice descended sheer among as e 
lands, scattered suburbs of the city, and houses m t e 
building. I had never the heart to look for any 
of time — the thought that I must make the , 

person some dark night robbing me of breath, an , 
on anybody not a seaman or a steeple-jac ', t le 
sight of the Devil’s Elleno wrought like an , -r 

I don’t know where the rope was got, an 
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I much cared, h was oot tfiai wh>th gravelled me, but 
whether, now that we had it would ser>e our turn 
Its length, indeed, we made i shift to fathom out, but 
who was to tell us how that length compared with the 
way we had to go’ 

It was a good deal of a relief when the third c\ ening 
closed about the castle with xcduines of sea fog The 
I ghts of Pnnees Street sometimes d sappeared, sometimes 
Hin«d across at us no hnghter Osan the eyes of ca®, 
and file steps from one of Ae lanterns on the ramparts 
It was already groping darlt. We made haste tolic down. 
Had out jailen been upon the watch, they must hate 
observed out conversation to die out unusually soon. 
Yet 1 doubt if any of ws slept. Each lay in hi» place, 
tortured at once with the hope of liberty and the fear 
of a hateful death The guard call sounded, the hum 
of the town declined by httlc and little. On all sides 
flfus, in their d ffeTent<{uaners,w« could hear the watch- 
^ cry the hours along the street. Often enough, 
dunng my stay m Ecigbnd, have 1 listened to these gruff 
Of broken soices, ct perhaps gone to my window when 
I lay deeples, and watch^ the old gentleman hobble 
by u^n the causeway with his cape and his cap, hii hanger 
^ his rattle It was ever a thought with me how 
differently that cry would re-echo m the chamber of 
Imeis, bes.de the bed of death, or m the condemned ceil 
I might be said to hear u that rught myself m the con- 
de^ed cem At length a fcttow with a voice like a 
uU » began to roar out tn the opposite thorough&re 
PasT yin o doik, and a dark, haary moarrun' ’ 

At which we were all alendy afoot. 

As I stole about the hatdements towards the— gallows, 
I R3S about Co write — the sergeant major, perhaps 
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doubtful of my resolution, kept close by me, and occasion- 
ally proffered the most indigestible reassurances in my ear. 
At last I could bear them no longer. 

‘Be so obliging as to let me beP said I. ‘I am neither 
a coward nor a fool. What do you know of whether the 
rope be long enough? But I shall know it in ten minutes !’ 

The good old fellow laughed in his moustache, and 
patted me. 

It was all very well to show the disposition of my 
temper before a friend alone; before my assembled com- 
rades the thing had to go handsomely. It was then my 
time to come on the stage; and I hope I took it hand- 
somely. 

‘Now, gentlemen,’ said I, ‘if the rope is ready, here is 
the criminal!’ 

The tunnel was cleared, the stake driven, the rope 
extended. As I moved forward to the place, many of 
my comrades caught me by the hand and wrung it, an 
attention I could well have done without. 

‘Keep an eye on Clausel!’ I whispered to Ladas; and 
with that, got down on my elbows and knees, took the 
rope in both hands, and worked myself, feet foremost, 
through the tunnel. When the earth failed under my 
feet, I thought my heart would have stopped; and a 
moment after I was demeaning mj-self in mid-air like a 
drunken jumping-jack. I have never been a model of 
piety, but at this juncture prayers and a cold sweat burst 
from me simultaneously. 

The line was knotted at intervals of eighteen inches; 
and to tire inexpert it may seem as if it should have been 
even easy to descend. The trouble was, this devil of a 
piece of rope appeared to be inspired, not with life alone, 
but with a personal malignity against mj^elf. It turned 
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to the one s de, paused for % moment, and then spun me 
hke a toasnng-jack to the other) slipped hte an cel from 
the clasp of my fttt, kept me all the cine m the most 
outrageous fury of exemon, and dashed me at intervals 
a^nst the fece of the rock. I had no eyes to sec with, 
and 1 doubt if there was anything to see hut darkness 
I must occasionally hare ought a gasp of breath, hut it 
was tjuite unconscious. And the whole forces of my 
mind were so consumed with losing hold and getting it 
again, that 1 could scarce hare tedd whether I s«s going 
up or coming down. 

Of a sudden I kiucked against the cliff with such a 
thump as almost bereft me of my seme and, as reason 
twinkled hack, I was amazed to that 1 was m a state 
of rest, that the face of the preapicc here inclined out- 
wards at an angle which rdieted me almost wholly of 
the huTthen of my own weight, and that one of my 
was safely planted on a ledge. 1 drew one of the sweetest 
breaths in my expenence, hugged myself against the 
rope, and clo^ my eyea in a bnd of ecstasy of relief 
It occuned to me neat «> see how far I was adranced 
on my unlucky journey, a point on which I had not a 
shadow of a guess. 1 lookedup, there was nothing ahoie 
roe but the blackness of the lught and the fex^ 1 craned 
tmudly forward and looked down. There, upon a floor 
of darkness, I beheld a cenain pattern of hazy lights, some 
of them allied as m thocoughfates, others standing apart 
as m solitary houses and before I could well realize it, 
or had in die least estimated my distance, a ware of 
nausea and Temgo warned me to lie hack and close my 
eyes. In this situation I had really but the one wish, 
and that was Somethu^ ^ to think oP Strange to 
say, I got It a yefl was tom from my mind, and 1 saw 
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what a fool I was — ^what fools we had all been — and 
that I had no business to be thus dangling between earth 
and heaven by my arms. The only thing to have done 
was to have attached me to a rope and lowered me, and 
I had never the wit to see it till that moment! 

I filled my lungs, got a good hold on my rope, and 
once more launched myself on the descent. As it chanced, 
the worst of the danger was at an end, and I was so for- 
tunate as to be never again exposed to any violent con- 
cussion. Soon after I must have passed within a little 
distance of a bush of wallflower, for the scent of it came 
over me with that impression of reality which characterizes 
scents in darkness. This made me a second landmark, 
the ledge being my first. I began accordingly to com- 
pute intervals of time: so much to the ledge, so much 
again to the wallflower, so much more below. If I were 
not at the bottom of the rock, I calculated I must be 
near indeed to the end of the rope, and there was no 
doubt tlrat I was not far from the end of my own resources. 
I began to be light-headed and to be tempted to let go, 
— now arguing that I was certainly arrived within a few 
feet of the level and could safely risk a fall, anon persuaded 
I was still close at the top and it was idle to continue 
longer on the rock. In the midst of which I came to a 
bearing on plain ground, and had nearly wept aloud. 
My hands were as good as flayed, my courage entirely 
exhausted, and, what with the long strain and the sudden 
relief, my limbs shook under me with more than the 
violence of ague, and I was glad to cling to the rope. 

But this v'as no time to give way. I had (by. God’s 
single mercy) got mj'sclf alive out of that fortress; and 
now I had to try to get the others, my comrades. 

From St. Ives. 

B 
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build m the grass, he said, and asked Aiamh to come 
withhim The nest was in a tuft. But I ic not touched 
It, he said Three years ago I used to rob all the nesa 
and blow the eggs, for 1 wasmakinga collectron Aianah 
asked him if the lark vrould gnese for her eggs, and 
Joseph answered that he supposed ^e would soon forget 
them. Hark to his singing’ and he ran on into the out- 
skirts of the woods, coming hack a few minutes after- 
wards to ask Aaan^ to hasten, for the wood was more 
beautiful than any wood he had eser seen And if thou 
knowest the trees in which the doses build 1 will climb 
and get the nest. Do\cs bu3d in taller trees than these, 
in fir-trees, Aaanah answered But this is a pretty 
wood, Joseph And he looked round the quiet sunny 
<ak w(^ and began to tell that this wood was probably 
the remains of the anaent forests that had covered the 
country when the Israelites came out of the north of 
Arabia. How long ago was that. Master’ Joseph asked, 
and Aianah hazarded the answer that it might be as 
manyasfiireenhundredyearsagoi. How old u the oldest 
oak-tree’ Joseph inquired, and Azanah had again to 
hazard the answer tlut a thousand years would make an 
old tree And when will these trees be in leaf, Master, 
and may we come to Aninathea when they are in leaf? 
Andlook’samebodyhasbeenfellingtrecshere Azanah 
looked round. The forest must hat e been supplying the 
aty with firewood for many J^rs, he said All these 
trees are young and they are too regularly spaced for a 
natural growth But higher up the hills the woods are 
denser and ilarker, and there we may find some old trees 
Any badgers and foxes’ Joseph asked, and shall wc see 
any wolves’ 

The sunny woods were threaded with little paths, and 
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Joseph cast curious eyes upon them all. The first led 
him into bracken so deep that he did not venture farther, 
and the second took him to the verge of a dark hollow so 
dismal that he came rurming back to ask if there were 
crocodiles in the ■waters he had discovered. He did not 
give his preceptor time to answer the difficult question, 
but laid his hand upon his arm and whispered that he was 
to look between two rocks, for a jackal ^vas there, slink- 
ing away — turning his pointed muzzle to them now and 
then. To see he isn’t followed, Azariah added: and the 
observation endeared him so to Joseph that the boy walked 
for a moment content and pensive in the path they were 
following. It turned into the forest, and they had not 
gone very hr before they became a'U'are of a strange 
silence, if silence it could be called, for when they listened 
the silence ■was full of sound, innumerable little sounds, 
some of which they recognized} but it ■was not the hum 
of the insects or the chirp of a bird or the snapping of a 
rotten twig that filled Joseph with awe, but something 
that he could neither see, nor hear, nor smell, nor touch. 
The life of the trees — is that it? he asked himself. A 
remote and mpterious life ■was certainly breathing about 
him, and he regretted he ■was without a sense to apprehend 
this life. Again and again it seemed that the forest was 
about to whisper its secret, but something alwap hap- 
pened to interrupt. Once it ^vas certainly Azariah’s 
fault, for just as the tre^ were about to speak he picked 
up a leaf and began to explain how the shape of an oak 
leaf differed from that of the leaf of the chestnut and the 
ash. A patter was heard among the leaves. There 
she goes — a hare! Joseph said, and a moment afterwards 
a white thing appeared. A white weasd, Azariah said. 
Shall we follow him? Joseph asked, and Azariah answered 



that It would be usclns to follow We should soon 
miss them in the thickets And he continued his dis- 
course upon trees, hoping that Joseph would neser again 
mistake a sycamore for a chestnut And what is that 
tree so dark and gloomy nsing up through all the other 
trees, Joseph asked, so much higher than any of them’ 
That IS a cedar, Azanah said. Do dos es build in cedars’ 
Azaruh did not know, and the tree did not inspire a 
climb It seemed to forbid any attempt on its pnvacy. 
Do trees talk when they are alone’ Joseph asked 
Azanah, and his preceptor gave the sery sensible answer 
that the life of tre« is unknown to us 

From Tht Brtii Kenth 


MAR\ E COLERIDGE 

THE COMtNC or THE SIESSESCER 
Four horses, addled and bndled, stood ready 
Four loaded pistols lay on the uble 
A had a book in his hand, but he was not reading 
B was wntmg a Utter, but the regular scratching of his 
pen had ceased some time before 

C , with his hands in hts pockets, was trying to sit 
list^ly ^forc the fire, but he was not sitting lisdessly 
D had thrown himself on to the sofa and closed his 
eyes, but he was not asleep 

Very lighdy and dightlv, apologetically, as it were, 
use is «rs were tired of long listening with nothing 
to listen to, B began to whstle a tune from ‘Thetis and 
Peleus.’ 

‘Be quiet, cannot you’’ D said angnly 

And B took up his pen again, while the speaker shut 
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his eyes in the resolute manner of a person who ■vaill not 
remain awake. 

The slow ticking of the clock seemed to each one 
of them like the beating of a hammer on a hare 
nerve. 

Y et, when at length it struck eleven, three out of the 
four started, for there is nothing so sudden as the arrival 
of a long-expected moment. In the interval between the 
first stroke and the eleventh, each man saw sharply 
defined before him a different picture — different and yet 
the same. Each man beheld two figures — one dead, 
one living. The dead man was the same in all the 
pictures; the living man, who stood over him, varied. 

A. saw this picture on the open page of his book, B. 
on the blank sheet of letter-paper before him, C. in the 
glowing embers, D. on his own eyelids. 

When the last vibration of tlie last stroke had died 
away, the silence settled down again more leadenly than 
before. Three out of the four men began to wonder 
where they would be this time to-morrow. 

‘It will not do,’ said B. abruptly. ‘He ought to keep 
time.’ 

‘He will keep time,’ said A. 

‘Hark!’ 

D. started up and curled his hand over his ear. 

‘What?’ 

‘Hush! It’s coming nearer.’ 

‘Thank heaven!’ cried B. 

‘You left the gate open?’ 

1 es. 

‘And there are lights in the avenue?’ 

‘Yes, yes.’ 

‘Unbar the door, somebody!’ 
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D nn to do SO. The ciJd, keen, peaceful stillness of 
tile a.r without refreshed him after the fall, fevcnsh 
atmosphere in which he had been b'cathtng But there 
was CO sound. 

He waited a second or two, and then, oddly fnghtened 
les* he should be the £rs* to hear what they were all 
waitms fo', he shut the door again and rejoined his 
comrades. 


‘A false alarm^ raunered A ‘I thought so. 

‘I tell you I will bear this ro longer,’ cncd B., after 
aaother mterral of palpitant^ dambness. ‘A man’s 
nerro won t stand It. 1 am no coward, I hope, but I trfl 
you fairly. A., the thing a not pcBs.Ve. If he it to be 
shot, in Heaten s name challenge the poor young fellow, 
and do i* d*cenJT’ No a dversa ry of yoors has erer 
been bwwn to escape. Thjs <s too much like murder 
for oy Qstt’ 


•It IS murder,’ said A cooUt There » always a 
certain element ofcharce in a duel I have nerer fallen, 
but I m.2ht fall, and the fate of my companions demands 
that I should cot faS-ye- Murder, if managed well, 
H cerum. What right hare you to objea to murder^ 
Mav I ask you to recoOea your caJi’’ 

b ou fo-^ that 1 am a gecdeman, cned B hotly 
You youisdf have go nght to remember it. ‘bou 
hare to the gentlemca of your counttr not only 
aJ you hate, but all you arc. It a oFthe utmost impor- 
tance to th«e whom you represent, that the King should 
not receire the message, whaterer it may be, which this 
young man carries. Messages to the King by hts special 
“^cngsr are never wnren. they are— I thought yxw 
knew tiis-tia.'^tted by word of mouth. Therefore, 
as we cannot take the despa'ches from him, nothing but 
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his treachery or his death can avail us; and he comes of too 
good a stock to turn traitor.’ 

‘Why not imprison him?’ 

A. gave a short laugh. 

‘Where is the prison?’ he said. ‘Find that, and we 
will make a prisoner of him by all means ! This house is 
ours for to-night only. There is no other that we can 
claim within fifty miles. Where is the prison?’ 

B. dropped his head upon his hands and made no 
ans%ver. 

‘Why not fire on him in the open?’ suggested D. ‘It 
would he easier. He would have no more chance of 
escape, practically speaking, than here, between four 
walls, he being defenceless and we leagued together against 
him. Bah! you may say what you like. A., but I am 
of B.’s opinion; it smacks too much of common murder. 
We shall never fire steadily.’ 

‘It is not to be risked,’ said A. 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because I say so.’ 

D. was silent. 

‘’Tis an abominable business,’ muttered C. ‘Of all 
the accursed courtiers, why choose the only one that’s 
worth his salt?’ 

A. turned on him fiercely. 

‘Because he is the only one likely to thwart our aim. 
The others are but a pack of cards; he has the mettle 
of a hero. Adonis has found it out too; he showers his 
favours upon him. He knorvs when a fish is worth 
catching.’ 

‘So do you, for the matter of that; only you bait your 
hook with fear, not with favour,’ said C. ‘There’s an 
e-xtraordinary fascination about fear. I fear nothing in 
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this wodd that I am aware of, except jxjurself, and 
I follow you because I am afraid of > ou and would rather 
be afraid of you than in lo\c with another ' 

A nodded his head. 

ou do well,’ said he *Xhc fear of tne will carry 
you farther than the lore of anyone else I am doomed. 

I go sTaight as a cannon-ball to the mark.* 

‘Are you sure he will come to the house to-nisht^ 
asked B ‘He might go on. He has but fisc miles 
farther to nde m order to reach the village, and he roar 
think that he can do his errand here to-morrow, and still 
rejoin the King in omc In that case — * 

“We shall hear him galloping past the gate, wc shall 
mount and follow Every objection has been foreseen 
and answered, as you are, by this ome, aware, else I 
should not have ^owed this conversation to proceed. 
The horses are sanding ready, but I am much ini>“ 
aken, or they do not leave the sables to-nieht. There 
he b< 

The last word, were spoken as quietly as all the 
The three accotnpbces *prang forward 
A. raised his hand deprecatingjy 
Be sea ed, gentlemen*’ he said, in a tone which had 
the effea of physical force ’Let the groom open the 

door Do you not see that, ifone of us went out to meet 

him, he might hand in the letter without dismounnng* 
It is our object to decoy turn into this room. When he 
enters, bow to him, but take no further nonce. The 
shutters arc bolted. While I am C will lock 

the door and secure the key I shall try to get him into 
Ae garden. If it can be done there, so much the better 
If not, the business must be finished here. Remember 
that no one sees whose shot it is which takes effect. 
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Have you your weapons? Good! When you hear me 
say The King, fire!’ 

In a second tlie pistols had vanished from the table. 
D. was asleep again upon the sofa. 

B. was writing as if he were writing for a tvager. 

C. sat before the fire, the picture of indolent reverie. 
The galloping hoofs came nearer, the sound gretv 

louder and louder, and stopped short suddenly just outside. 
There was a thundering knock on the door. 

From The King with Two Faces. 


R. B. CUNNINGHAME GRAHAM 

THE GOLDFISH 

At last Amarabat stood in the presence, and the Khalifa, 
sitting upon a pile of cushions playing with a Waterbury 
watch, a pistol, and a Koran by his side, addressed him 
thus; 

‘Amarabat, son of Bjorma, my purpose is to send thee 
to Tafilet, where our liege lord the Sultan lies with his 
camp. Look upon this glass bowl made by the Kaffir, 
but clear as is the crptal of the rock; see how the light 
falls on the water, and the shifting colours that it makes, 
as when the Bride of the Rain stands in the heavens, 
after a shower in spring. Inside are seven goldfish, each 
scale as bright as letters in an Indian book. The Chris- 
tian from whom I bought them said originally they came 
from the Far East where the Djin-descended Jawi live, 
the little yellow people of the faith. That may be, but 
such as they are, they are a gift for kings. Therefore, 
take thou the bowl. Take it with care, and bear it as 
it were thy life. Stay not, but in an hour start from the 
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tow-u Ddiy not oq the road, be careful of the fib, 
change not diar «a*er at Ae muddy p«d where tortoises 
hast in Ac sunshine, but at running brooks, talk not to 
ftiends, loot oot upon the 6ce of woman by the war, 
aJthoughshe were as a gazelle, or as th* tni.<Jen whora 
when she walked through the £dds the sheep shopped 
feeding to admire. Stop not, but tun through day and 
ru^t, through die Adas at the Gtaui, beware of 
frost, emrr the bowl with thine own baik *, upon the 
oth*r sde shield roc the bowl from the S aharan sun, and 
drink no' of the wi'er if thou pass a dir adiirst when 
toilitig through the and. Break not the bowl, and see 
the fish amre la Tafilet, and then present them, with tb» 
letftTjto our lord. AlUhbe with you, and ha Prophet, 
go, a^ abore all things see thou b-oier no* the bowL* 
And Ananhat, afier the manner of h:» kind, tabi^ the 
bowl of g^dmh, placed one hand upon his hean and 
said ‘In^aUah, it shall be as thou hast said. God gives 
the f*et and lungs. He abo gives the luck upon the 
road.’ 


And so betook hsway alceg the windjig Adas paths, 
and slep* at Detams, th^ entering the mountains, met 
lo!^ trams of trav^m going to the south. Passit^ 
through groves of chestnuts, walnut'iiees, and hedges 
thick widi blickberres and tiaveQets’ joy, he dunbed 
through vuierards nch with bbd: Allas grapes, and passed 
die fiat mnd-buSt Berber villages nesdu^ asainst the 
rods. Ea^mfiew byand tnouStas gazed at lum from 
the peaks, and fiimi the duckets of leaascus and dwarf 
arbutus wild boars appeared, grunted, and slowly walked 

* Az cbiiaj p»ce cf clath wtueSi as Arab vraas round ko l*ad 

and body 
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across the path, and still he dimhed, the icy wind blew 
from off the snow chilling him in his cotton shirt, for his 
warm Tadla haik was long ago wrapped round the bowl to 
shield the precious fish. Crossing the Wad Ghadat, the 
current to his chin, his bowl of fish held in one hand, 
he struggled on. The Berber tribesmen at Tetsula and 
Zarkten, hard-featured, shaved but for a chin-tuft, and 
robed in their ‘achnifs’ with the curious eye woven in 
the skirt, saw he was a ‘rekass,’ - or thought the fish not 
worth their notice, so gave him a free road. Night caught 
him at the stone-built antediluvian-looking Kasbah of 
the Glaui, perched in the eye of the pass, with the small 
plain of Teluet two thousand feet below. Off the high 
snow-peaks came a whistling wind, water froze solid in 
all the pots and pans, earthenvrare jars and bottles through- 
out the castle, save in the bowl which Amarabat, shivering 
and miserable, wrapped in his haik and held close to the 
embers, hearing the muezzin ® at each call to prayersj 
prajdng himself to keep awake so that his fish might live. 
Dawn saw him on the trail, the bowl wrapped in a 
woollen rag, and the fish fed with bread-crumbs, but 
himself hungry and his head swimming with want of 
sleep, with smoking ‘kief,’ * and with the bitter wind 
which from El Tisi N’Glaui flagellates the road. Right 
through the valley of Teluet he still kept on, and day 
and night still trotting, trotting on, changing his bowl 
almost instinctively from hand to hand, a broad leaf 
floating on the top to keep the water still, he left Agurzga, 
with its twin castles Ghresat and Dads, behind. Then 
rapidly descending, in a day reached an oasis between 

^ Cloaks of skeep-skin or -wool. “ Messenger. 

® The public crier proclaiming the hours of prayer. 

^ Hashish, tobacco made from hemp-leaves. 
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Todghra and Fcrkla, and rested at a village for the night 
Sheltered by palm trees and hedged round with caOuses 
andaloes, either to keep out thieves or as a symbol of the 
thominess of life, the tillage lay, looking back on the 
white Atlas gaunt and mysterious, and on the other side 
towards the brown Sahara, Und of the palm tree (Bclad- 
el Jend), the refuge of the true Ishmaelitc, for m the 
desert, learning, good faith, and hospitality can still be 
found — at least, so Arabs say 

Orange and azofai^ trees, with almonds, sweet limes 
and walnuts, stood up against the waning light, outlined 
in the dear atmosphere almost so sharply as to wound 
the eye Around the well gcats and sheep lay, whilst a 
girl led a camel round the Nona track, women sat here 
and there and gossiped, with their tall earthenware jsrs 
stuck by the point into the ground, and waited for their 
turn, just as they did in the old times, so far remosed 
from us, but which in Arab life is but as ) esterday, w hen 
Jacob cheated Esau, and the whole scheme of Arab life 
was photographed for us by the wnters of the Pentateuch 
In feet, the selfsame scene which has been aaed every 
everung for two thousand yean throughout North Africa, 
since the adrentutous ancestors of the tnbesmen of to-day 
left Hadramut or Yemen, and upon which Allah looks 
down approvingly, as tecogiuzing that the traditions of 
his first recorded life ha\e been viell kept IscTt day he 
trotted through the batten plain of Seddat, the Jibel 
Sa^ra mabng a black line on the horizon to the south 
Here Berber tubes sweep m their razzias like hawks, 
but who would plunder a rekass carrying a bowl of fish^ 
Crossing the dreary plain and dreaming of his entry into 
Tafilet, which now was almost in his reach not two days 
distant, the sun beating on his head, the water almost 
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boiling in the bowl, hungry and footsore, and in the state 
betwixt waking and sleep into which those who smoke 
hemp on journe}'s often get, he branched att^ay upon a 
trail leading torrards the south. Betiveen the oases of 
Todghra and Ferkla, nothing but stone and sand, black 
stones on yellow sand; sand, and yet more sand, and then 
again stretches of blackish rocks with a suddra bush or 
ttvo, and here and there a colocynth, bitter and beautiful 
as love or life, smiling up at tl\e traveller from amongst 
the stones. Towards mid-day the path led towards a 
sandy tract all overgrown with sandrac bushes and crossed 
by trails of jackals and hyenas, then it quite disappeared, 
and Amarabat -waking from his dream saw he vns lost. 
Like a good shepherd, his first thought was for his fish; 
for he imagined the last few hours of sun had made them 
faint, and one of them looked heavy and swam sidctraj’s, 
and the rest kept rising to the surface in an uneasy wTiy. 
Not for a moment M-as Amarabat frightened, but looked 
about for some known landmark, and finding none, 
started to go back on his trail. But to his horror the 
wind which alwaj's sweeps across the Sahara had covered 
up his tracks, and on the stony paths which he had passed 
his feet had left no prints. Then Amarabat, tlie first 
moments of despair passed by, took a long look at the' 
horizon, tightened his belt, pulled up his slipper heels, 
covered his precious bowl with a corner of his robe, and 
started doggedly back upon the road he tliought he 
traversed on the deceitful path. How long he trotted, 
what he endured, whether the fish died first, or if he drank, 
or, feithful to the last, thirsting met death, no one can say. 
Most likely \TOndering in the ^vaste of sandhills and of 
suddra bushes he stumbled on, smoking his hashish while 
it lasted, turning to Mecca at the time of prayer, and 
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trott ng on more feebly (for he was bom to run), till he 

sat down beneath thesun-^ned bushes where theShinghiti 

on his Mehan found him dead beside the trail 

Front Thirtttn Stmts 


ARNOLD BENNETT 

BUYING SHAKSPEBE 

The shop had one window in King s Cross Road, but the 
entrance, with another window, was in Riceyman Steps 
The Ring s Cross Road window held only cheap editions, 
vn their paper jackets, of popular modern novels, such as 
those of Ethel M Ddl, Charles Garsice, Zane Grey, 
Florence Barclay, Nat Gould and Gene Stratton Porter 
The side window was set out with old books, hrst editions, 
Slustrated ediuons, and complete library ed tions m calf 
or morocco of renowned and senous wnters, whose 
Works, indispensable to the coHectaons of self respecting 
book gentlemen (as distinguished from bookmen) have 
passed through decades of cnoasm into the impregruble 
parad sc of eternal esteem The side window was bound 
to attract the attention of collectors and bibliomaniacs 
It seemed strangely, even fatally, out of place in that 
duigy and sord d neigf bourhood where existence was a 
dangerous and difficult adventure in almost frantic quest 
of food, drink and shdter, where the familiar and beloved 
landmarks were public-houses, and where the immense 
majonty of the population read nothing but spomng 
prognostications and results 

Nmertheless, the shop was, m &«, well placed m 
Riceyman Steps. Ithadapicturesque air, and Riceyman 
Si^is also had a pctnrcsque air, with all its outworn 
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shabbinessj grime and decay. The steps leading up to 
Riccyman Square, the glimpse of the Square at the top, 
with its church bearing a massive cross on the west front, 
the curious perpendicular effects of tlie tall, blind, oclircish 
houses — all these touched the imagination of every man 
who had in his composition any unusually strong admix- 
ture of the universal human passion — love of the past. 
The shop reinforced the appeal of its environment. The 
shop \vas in its right appropriate place. To the secret 
race of collectors alwaj^s ravenously desiring to get some- 
thing for much less than its real value, tlie windotv in 
Ricejonan Steps tvas irresistible. And all manner of 
people, including book-collectors, passed along King’s 
Cross Road in the course of a day. And all the col- 
lectors upon catching sight of the shop e.xclaimed in their 
hearts; ‘What a queer spot for a bookshop! Bargains!’ 
Moreover, the business was of old date, and therefore 
had firmly established connexions quite e.xtra-Iocal. 
Scores of knowing persons knew about it, and were 
proud of their knowledge. ‘What!’ they would say with 
affected surprise to acquaintances of their own tastes. 
‘You don’t know Riceyman Steps, King’s Cross Road? 
Best hunting-ground in London!’ The name ‘Ricey- 
man’ on a signboard, whose paint had been flaking off 
for twenty years, also enhanced the prestige of the shop, 
for it proved ancient local associations. Riceyman must 
be of the true ancient blood of Clerkenwell. 

The customer, with his hands behind him and his legs 
somewhat apart, was staring at a case of calf-bindings. 
A short, carefully dressed man, dapper and alert, he had 
the air neither of a bookman nor of a member of the 
upper-middle class. 

‘Sorry to keep you waiting. I just had to slip out, and 

c 
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I’ve nobody else here,’ said Ae bookseller quietly and 
courteously, but wiA no trace of obsequiousness 

‘Not at replied Ae custoioer ‘I was very inter- 
ested in Ae books here ' 

The bookseller, like many diopkeepers a fairly sure 
judge of people, percdved iretamtly that Ae customer 
must have acquired depomnent from somewhere after 
adolescence, together wtA the art of dressing There 
was abruptness m his ttoice, and Ae fact was Aat he had 
larnt manners above hts onginal station in a strange place 
— PalesUne, under AUenby 

‘I suppose you haven’t got suA a thing as a Shaksperc 
in stock. I mean a pretty good one’’ 

‘What sort of a Shakspere’ I’ve got a number of 
Shaksperes’ 

‘Well, 1 don’t quite know I’ve been Ainking 
for a long time I ought to have a Shakspere ’ 

‘Illostrated^’ asked Ae bookseller, who had noiff 
accurately summed up his client as one who might kno’^ 
someAing of Ae world, but who was a simpleton >n 
tc^rd to books 

‘1 really haven’t Aought.’ The customer gave a 
slight good-humoured snigger ‘J suppose jt would b* 
nice to have pictures to look at.' 

‘I have a good clean Boydell, and a Dalaiel But 
perhaps Aey'd be rather bi" ’ 

‘Um’’ 

‘You can’t hold Acm, earcept on a desk or on )our 
knee ’ 

‘Ah! That wouldn’t do« Ob, not at all’’ The 
customer, who was nonplussed by Ae names mentioned, 
snatAcd at Ae opponum^ given to decline Aem 

‘I’ve got a nice htde edition in eight volumes, very 
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handy, with outline drawings by Flaxman, and nicely 
printed. You don’t often see it. Not like any other 
Shakspere I know of. Quite cheap too.’ ' 

‘Urn!’ 

‘I'll see if I can put my hand on it.’ 

The shop was full of bap formed by bookshelves 
protruding at right-angles from the wlls. The first bay 
was well lighted and tidy; but the others, as they receded 
into the gloomy back^\'ard of the shop, were darker and 
darker and untidier and untidier. The effect was of 
mpterious and vast populations of books imprisoned for 
ever in everlasting shade, chained, deprived of air and 
sun and movement, hopeless, resigned, martyrized. The 
bookseller stepped over piles of cast books into the farthest 
ba)', which was carpeted a foot thick with a disorder of 
volumes, and lighted a candle. 

‘You don’t use the electric light in that corner,’ said the 
client, briskly following. He pointed to a dust-covered 
lamp in the grimy ceiling. 

‘Fuse gone. They do go,’ the bookseller answered 
blandly; and the blandness w'as not in the least impaired 
by his priTOte tliought that the customer's remark came 
near to impudence. Searching, he went on: ‘We’re not 
quite straight here yet. The truth is, we haven’t been 
straight since 1914.’ 

‘Dear me! Five years!’ 

Another piece of good-humoured cheek. 

‘I suppose you couldn’t step in to-morrowr’ the book- 
seller suggested, after considerable groping and spilling of 
tallow. 

‘Afraid not,’ said the customer with polite reluctance. 
‘Very busy ... I was just passing and it struck me.’ 

‘The Globe edition is very good you know . . . Stan- 
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4ird ten. \Iacmm»!«. Nothing hotter </ tht sirt 
1 could seW you that fat ihwe-md-stR.’ 

Sounds ptomising,’ said the customer brightly 
Thebooksdlct blew out the candle and dusted one hand 
with the other 

Of course Its not illustrated.’ , 

Oh, well, after all, a Shaksperes for rtading, isnt 
It aid the customer, for whomShaksperc svas a volume, 
not a man 

From Riceyman Stfp! 


\\ alter de la marl 

THE RAttWAY JOIJRSEY 
Fortvaatilt Pollie and 1 found euTsdses in an empty 
carnage The scream of the whistle, the gnnding jar 
of the wheels, the oppressite odour of Mr Waggett* 
bout^uet — I leaned back on her to recover my wits. Bdt 
the cool air blowing in on tny face and a far away sni5 
from a hnle gUs bottle with which my mother had 
fortified her for the journey, quickly revived rne, and f 
wasfieetoenjoy thetnOTelticsofsieani-trasel My^J^ 
dizzied at the wide rcvolTing scene that was now spread 
out beneath the feathery vapours. How strange it was 
to see the green country wodd — meadow and stream and 
woodedhill — thus wheel softly by If Pollie and 1 could 
have shared it alone, it wc^d have been among my 
pleasantest memories 

But. at the neat stoppmgpbces other passengers clittib'^ 
into the carnage, and five complete strangers soon shared 
thegrainedwoodboTinwhKJiwcwereendwcd. There 
was a lady in black, wid» her hair smoothed up under 
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her bonnet, and a long pale nose; and up against her sat 
her little boy, a fine, fair, staring child of about five years 
of age. A black-clothed, fat little man with a rusty 
leather bag, over the lock of which he kept clasped his 
finger and thumb, quietly seated himself. He cast but 
one dark glance about him and immediately shut his eyes. 
In the corner was an older man with a beard under his 
chin, gaiters, and a hard, wide-brimmed hat. Besides 
these, there was a fat countrywoman on the same side 
as Pollie and I, whom I could hear breathing and could 
not see, and a dried-up, bird-eyed woman opposite in a 
check shawl, with heavy metal ear-rings dangling at her 
ears. She sat staring blankly and bleakly at things close 
as if they were at a distance. 

My spirit drank in this company. So rapt was I that 
I might have been a stock of wood. Gathered together 
in this small space they had the appearance of animals, 
and, if they had not been human, what very alarming 
ones. As long as I merely sat and watched their habits 
I remained unnoticed. But the afternoon sun streamed 
hot on roof and windows; and the confined air was soon 
so dense with a variety of odours, that once more my 
brain dizzied, and I must clutch at PoUie’s arm for support. 
At this movement the little boy, who had more than once 
furtively glanced at me, croudied wriggling back against 
his mother, and, edging his face aside, piped up into her 
ear, ‘Mamma, is that alive?’ 

The train now stood motionless, a fine array of holly- 
hocks and sunflowers flared beyond the window, and his 
voice rang out shrill as a bird in the quiet of afternoon. 
Tiny points of heat broke out all over me, as one by one 
my fellow-passengers turned their astonished faces in my 
direction. Even the man with the leather bag heard the 
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qutsaoa The sanll, bead-brown ejw wheded from 
urder their white li(i> and fixed me with their stare 
Hush, my dear,’ said the lady, no less intent but less 
ojen m her surrey, hush, look at the pretty cows* ^ 
‘But she H, wnTnYTM. It moTcd. I saw that move, 
he asseverate^ loobng a!<M^ oomerwise at me out of 
ht, uf^tilted fece. 

These Hue eyes* — a nunghng of delight, horror, 
increduhty, even greed swam in their shallow dec^^ 

I s^ood leaning dose to PoDie’s bosom, breathless and 
hdpless, a fiisonatir^ object, no doubt. Never before 
had I been transfixed hie this tn one congregated sare 
I fdi myself psp like a fish. It was the old fettocr in 
the comer who at last came to my rescue. ‘Alive* f 
warrant. Eh,maanL he appealed to poor PoUie;. ‘And 
an tmcooimon reat fiuhioned young lady, too. OS to 
Whipham Fair, I’ll be bound.* 

The busman turned with acreepuiggnnonhKtallowT 
features and muttered some inaudible jest out of the 
comer of hs mouth to the gipsv She e^ him fiercely, 
drawing her bps from her bnshi teeth m a gnmace mote 
of con*empt than Uu~bter Once more the engine 
fcoo cd and we ghded on our way 

‘I vait that, mamma,* whispered the child. ‘I 
that dear little lady Give that leenr, tmy lady a biscuit.’ 

At this new sally unveraJ merrynait filled the car 
nage. ^e were jog^ng along m fine style. This,then, 
was Mbs Fennes ‘network.’ A hdpless misery 
bitterness swept through me, the heavy air swirled, and 

thei^— whence, from whuo, 1 know no* «elf-possession 

returned to - e MTiy, I had thten my fete I »'«' 
hdd my ow" 

M / joas„ inirer, much against his mother’s mdm- 
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ation, had managed to fetch out a biscuit from her reticule 
— a star-shaped thing, graced with a cone of rose-tinted 
sugar. Still crouching back like a chick under her wing, 
he stretched his bribe out at arm’s length towards me, 
in a pink, sweat-sparked hand. All this while Pollie had 
sat like a lump beside me, clutching her basket, a vacant, 
flushed smile on her round face, I drew myself up, and 
supporting myself by her wicker basket, advanced with 
all the dignit)'' at my command to the peak of her knees, 
and, stretching out my hand in return, accepted the gift. 
I even managed to make him an indulgent little bow, 
feigned a nibble at the lump of food, then planted it on 
the dusty ledge beneath the carriage window. 

A peculiar silence followed. With a long sigh the 
child hid his face in his mother’s sleeve. She drew him 
closer and smiled carefully into nothingness. ‘There,’ 
she murmured, ‘now mother’s treasure must sit still and 
be a good boy. I can’t think why papa didn’t take — 
second-class tickets.’ 

‘But nor did that kind little lady’s papa,’ returned the 
child stoutly. 

The kindly old farmer continued to gloat on me, 
gnarled hands on knees. But I could not bear it. I 
quietly sur\'eyed him until he was compelled to rub his 
face with his fingers, and so cover its retreat to his own 
window. The gipsy woman kept her ferocious, bird- 
like stare on me, with an occasional stealthy glance at 
Pollie. The bagman’s lids closed down. For the rest 
of tlie journey — tliough passengers came and went — I 
kept well back, and was left in peace. It was my first 
real taste of the world’s curiosity, mockery, aversion, and 
flattery. One practical lesson it taught me. From that 
day forward I never set out on any such journey unless 
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thickly relied For then* thou^ the inquisiUve may 
see tne, they cannot tell whether or not I see thenij 
or what my feelings nuy be It is a real comfort, though, 
from what I hare read, it appears to be the condition 
rather of a ghost than of a normal young lady 

Bat now the sun had begun to descend and the rap 
of evening to stain the fields. We loitered on from 

sationtostauon TomyrehefPoUie had at last munched 

her way through the pastnes and sweetmeats stowed in 
her basket. My nosegay of cherry-pie was fainting for 
want of water In heavy sleep the bagman and gipsy 
sat woodenly nodding and jerking side by side The 
lady had delicately composed her face and shut her eyes 
The little boy dumbered serenely with ha small 
mouth wide open Languid and heavy, I dared not 
rel» my ng^ce But m the desolation that gathered 
over me I almost forgot my human company, and returned 
to the empty house whi^ seenungly 1 had left for ever 
— the shadows of yet another mghtfidl already lengthening 
over Its flowers and sward. 

Could I not hear the silken rustle of the evening pnm- 
rcse unfolding her petals’ Soon the cool dews would be 
fidmg on the stones where I was wont to sit in reverie 
beside die flowing water It seemed indeed that my self 
had slipped from my body, and hovered entranced amid 
the thousand jargonings of m tangled lullaby Was 
there, in truth, a wraiti. in me that could so steal out, 
and were the invi^le inhabitants in their fortresses beside 
my stream consaous of ns presence among them, and as 
happy in my spectral company as I m theirs> 

I floated up out of these ruminations to find that my 
young pasha had soHy awakened and was gazing at me 
in utter increduLty frem deep^ldcdeyes. We exchanged 
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a still, protracted, dwelling smile, and for the only 
time in my life I actually sazo a fellow-creature fall 
in love! 

‘Oh, but mamma, mamma, I do beseech you,’ he called 
up at her from the platform where he tvas taking his last 
look at me through the ding)' oblong window, ‘please, 
please, I rrant her for mine; I want her for mine!’ 

I held up his biscuit in my hand, laughing and nodding. 
The whistle knelled, our narrow box drew slowly out 
of the station. As if heartbroken, he took his last look 
at me, petulantly flinging aside his mother’s hand. He 
had lost me for ever, and Pollie and I were alone again. 

F rom The Memoirs of a Midget. 


SHEILA KAYE-SMITH 

THE SHEPHERD 

Towards the end of Februar)' there was a period of 
intense cold, and some hear'y falls of snow. Snow tvas 
rare in that south-east corner, and all farm-work \V3S to 
a certain extent dislocated. Reuben would have liked 
to spread blankets over his corn-fields and put shirts on 
his cattle. Adverse weather conditions never failed to 
stir up his inborn combativeness to its fiercest. His sons 
trembled as his brain raged with body-racking plans for 
fighting this new move of Nature’s. Richard rvas glad 
to be away from farm)’ard exertions, most of which struck 
him as absurd. He ^vas now busy with the last of his 
lambing, and snow blew against the hut from the north- 
east, piling itself till nothing tvas to be seen from that 
quarter but a white lump. Inside was a crimson stuffiness, 
as the fumes of the brazier found their way slowly out of 
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the htile m chtmitey Somaimes before the boner > 
motherless Umb would lie r.V„,Trv. 

ThercvrasaUmbthereonthelasteseninginF <7 

Its cny body and long, weak leg? all iwed oscr with th 
glow Above It Richard crouched, grammar in na 
There had been a lull m the sfum-stotm during me 
afternoon, hut now once mote the wind was piping an 
screaming over the fields and the whiteness heaping itsei 
against the wall , . r 

Suddenly he heard a knock at the door, and Ixfore 
could answer it flew open, and an icy blast, laden wi 
snow, rushed m and whirled round the hut, fluttcnnc 
the pages of Lilly s grunmar and the fleece of « 


‘Shut that door’ cned Richard angnly, and then reahxed 
that he was speaking to a lady 

She had shut the door, and stood a^inst it — a ta31,«me 
commanding figure, m spite of hersnow-covered garments 
and d sheielled hair , 

‘Oh — nuam' said Richard, nsing to his feet, an 
tecogniting Miss Anne Baidon 

‘1 trust I am not in the way,’ she said rather coldly> 
‘but the storm is so violent, and the dnfts are forming 
so fast, that I hope you will not tnind my sheltenng here 
Richard was embanassed. Her fine words discon- 
certed him He had often watched Miss Bardon fro^' 
a respectful distance, but had never spoken to her before 
‘You*re welcome, ma’am,' he rephed awkwardly, an 
offered her his chair 

She sat down and hdd her feet to the brazier «** 
noticed that her shoes were pulped with wet, and the 
water was pounng off her skirts to the floor He m 
not dare speak, and she evidently did not want to H® 
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felt the colour mounting to his face; and he knew that 
he •w'as dirt)' and unkempt, for he had been hours in the 
hut — ^his hands were grimed from the brazier, and he wore 
an old crumpled slop. She probably despised him. 

Suddenly he noticed that the wet of her garments was 
dropping on the lamb. He hastily gathered it up in his 
arms. 

‘What a dear little creature!’ 

She spoke quite graciously, and Richard felt his spirits 
revive. 

‘His mother’s dead, and I have to be looking after him, 
surelye.’ 

‘Poor little thing!’ 

She asked him a few questions about the lambing, 
then: 

‘You’re one of Mr. Backfield’s sons, are you not?’ 

‘Yes, ma’am. I’m Richard.’ 

‘I’ve seen you before — in church, I think. Are you 
your lather’s shepherd?’ 

‘Yes, ma’am.’ 

‘Again I hope I am not in your 'ws.j. I’ve been over 
to see the carter’s widow at Socknersh — ^he died two days 
ago, you know, and she hasn’t a penny to go on with. 
Then when I saw the storm coming I thought I would 
take a short cut home across the fieldsj I was caught after 
all — ^and here I am!’ 

She smiled suddenly as she finished speaking. It w'as 
a sweet smile, rather aloof, but lighting up the whole of 
her face with a sudden flash of youth and kindness. 
Richard gazed at her, half fascinated, and mumbled 
lamely — ‘You’re welcome, ma’am.’ 

She suddenly caught sight of his Latin grammar. 

‘That’s a strange thing to see in a shepherd’s hand.’ 
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He felt encouraged, for he had wanted her to see the 
difference between him and an ordinary shepherd, but 
had been too awkward to show her 

I ve had It three mwiths— I can co/Btrue a bit of 
Horace now , 

rumtnti nlus $n erJuit smare Tnentem, * said 

Anne. 

Omntt ttim • aid Richard, and blushed 

There was a silence, but not of the former discouraging 
sort Richard was e%en bold enough to break it 
I never knew ladies cud speak Latin * 

Some can. 1 was educated with my brother, yo*t 
know, and when we construed Horace I was always fir* 
or SIX pages ahead What made you want to l«tn 
Laan’’ 

‘I want to git out o this.’ 

Out of youi form duues, you mean? 

\es 

‘But surely your &theT would Ut you *dQ 9 t tome othet 
profession if he knew you did not like ihiS onel 

Richard shook his head. 

‘He wants justabout all of us— we ve got to push 0** 
the farm.* 

es — I know he is ambtcious, but surely he doesJt * 
want unwiUmg hdpers’ 

“Oh, he doan t mind who it so long as the worh * 
done ’ 

‘And don i you care about die farm’ 

'I, maam’ — na I want to he a gentleman.’ 

Anne was growu^ interested This farm boy 
gloriously unlike others of h» kind that she had met- 
^ Remesiber in diScnfow to ksp a lerel 
* aie an dmeu tlw note nj 
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‘And you think that if you learn Latin it’ll help you 
to be a gentleman some day?’ 

‘Yes — ^and Greek, when I’ve adone wud the Latin.’ 

‘Have you many hooks?’ 

‘No — only this one.’ 

‘Then I must lend you some books.’ 

Richard flushed with pleasure. After all he was not 
acquitting himself so badly with this fine lady. They 
talked together for a few more minutes, tlie boy trying 
to clip his speech like hers. He noticed how much 
shorter and crisper it was than his — ^while he said ‘doan’t,’ 
she could say ‘don’t’ t\vice. 

They were interrupted by the entrance of the Doozes 
shepherd, accompanied by a swirl of flakeless wind. The 
old man was astonished and rather scandalized to find 
Anne Bardon. She looked positively rakish sitting there 
in her steaming clothes, her hat over one ear, her hair in 
wisps, and her face more animated and girlish than any 
of his kind had ever seen it. 

Old Comfort scraped and mumbled, and fussed over 
the lamb, which the two Latinists had entirely forgotten. 
Then Richard, seeing himself free and the sky clear, 
offered to help her through the drifts to Flightshot. She 
let him accompany her as far as the edge of the Manor 
estate, where the going was no longer dangerous. 

‘Your servant, ma’am,’ he said, as he opened the gate; 
and she ans%vered classically: 

'Valero 

From Sussex Gorse. 


^ Good-bye. 
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THE BONFIRE 

The Colonel, bent o\er his stick, was dimbins slowly 
He stopped every few yards, and the shawled figure^ 
his s de, whose movement was I ghter than his, stopped 
too, and looked back over the way they had come, as 
though cunosity, not feogoe, made her pause 

By gum* T owd lady* Eh, she $ a game un* 

A chorus of admiration joined Esentheschoolmaster 

cned Fancy that now* in a fncndly tone Only 
\\vnstanley was silent, tolling a ogarette and looking 
down on the two have old people without interest. 
Caroline had a heaie of hatred would base had him 
whipped, if whipping were in fiishion, for spoiling the 
procession of his betters 

The Colonel, tall, white>haired, hook nosed, hit back 
straight at sesenty Eve, could be taken as the type ofput^ 
breeding, but that hts wife earned type into the region 
where it becomes symbol Mender and invincible, g«ce" 
fill and gracious, ivory pale above black silk and old lace, 
she gave it a rotnantic perfecuon 

The Colonel leaned on a stout stick, she on an ebony 
cane They had had a slow dioib of over half a mile 
since they left the car that brought them to the point where 
the road lost all claim to be called a road It was cold 
up here, but the two old people defied chills and rheunv^ 
nsm, because they felt an inner fire \ oimg \\ instanley 
should have applauded But his face showed nothing 
save a cold interest in ht, ogarette Caroline went 
to meet them with her head up '^he thouaht it im 
tatmg of them to insist on straining their artenes in this 
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fashion, but she meant to protect them from young 
Winstanley. 

The Colonel admitted he was blown. He sat down 
on a boulder to get his breath, and the little group parted 
to discover another stone on which Lady Augusta might 
sit. They might have been offering a chair in the parlour. 

‘Thank you, no.’ She stood very erect by her husband. 
She looked up at the beacon, above which a star flickered, 
and her pale face was sweet and ghostly in the twilight. 
‘You’ve done it beautifully. It will be seen as far as 
Lancrigg. When the Colonel has rested a moment ’ 

‘I’m all right,’ said the Colonel. ‘In a minute — 

fuff-f ^ He went on saying he was all right, but 

he sat on the rock for several more minutes. ‘By George ! 
It’s a beauty '. Whose idea was it to twist the twigs like 
that? Willie’s? Good for you, Willie. Hullo, Rams- 
den! — ^what are you doing here? You’re not a young 
chap like me, you know.’ 

He was putting on time and getting his breath. The 
man laughed at his little joke. Caroline laughed, too, 
though she was half angry with him for puffing and 
panting. Old Willie, fussily pushing in an extra stick 
here and opening up an air passage there, bade someone 
kindle a bit of resiny pine for the Colonel. Even in 
giving the order he could not forbear from cuffing a 
lad for trying to obey it, and taking a bit of wood he 
fancied from slow-moving Joe Varley. He was still 
striking matches on tire seat of his trousers and swearing 
under his breath at the dampness of both, when he saw 
young Winstanley hand the Colonel a fine flaring brand. 
Willie swore again, a little louder. 

The Colonel got up stiffly and thrust tire torch in 
among the piled wood. Some of the lighter twigs were 
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twined with wool where sheep had rubbed against them 
months ago The woo) lit m an uncertain spnnkle of 
fire, and a rank goat like smell rose before the sharper 
wood-smoke 

Too much oaki It wont light'* 

Howd tha din, Giles Winstanlcy Tha knaws too 
much Happen some of us ve forgetted more than tha 
ner knowed 

The men laughed, and the Colonel laughed, to see 
young Winstanlcy put down. Caroline did not bugh 
She shot a look at him, hoping to Snd him abashed, but 
he was lighting a agarette from a bit of paper ht at the 
6re, a bold, cold thing to do It angered the Colonel s 
granddaughter, but also it gate her a ensped feeling that 
was sharp and pleasant. 

The fire began to Wow, like wnnd, among the dead 
branches and to creep round the heavier wo<5 There 
was a rustle as though leaves or ghosts of leaves were 
astir Dusk came up the hill In the valley it was thick 
Away in the wot a sbb of slaty darkness reared itself 
against the sky, but over it the day still shone 

The Colonel took oE his tap as if he were at prayer, 
and the men round stood intent on a vicum that lay bound 
among the feggots For a moment even the children 
were silent, stanngat the whispenng fire The old bdy s 
bri^t, Jwrd ftce made her look like a small archangel 
The fire sprang into space, burmng out the stars. It 
mto wide flames and made a noise like birds m flight 
^e ch idren cned out and van for Utile useless sacks to 
throw on it. The women sorred to go home, telling 
^ ^ «id said and done 

Old Willie put on b» coat, talkmg all the while of the 
right way to build a bonfire — his way Darkness fell. 
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and Caroline, standing alone, like Winstanley, and, like 
him, silent, swung wth the swinging flame. It lit in 
her a passion as rootless as itself that tvas somehow joined 
with the Soldier who went whistling into oblivion a 
century ago. 

From The Old Road. 


E. M. FORSTER 

HOWARDS END 

By this time it was raining stead^l3^ The car came 
round with the hood up, and again she lost all sense of 
space. In a few minutes they stopped, and Crane opened 
the door of the car. 

‘^^Hrat’s happened?’ asked Margaret. 

‘"What do you suppose?’ said Henrj'. 

A little porch w'as close up against her face. 

‘Are we tliere already?’ 

‘We are.’ 

‘Well, I never! In years ago it seemed so far away.’ 

Smiling, but somehow disillusioned, she jumped out, 
and her impetus carried her to the front-door. She was 
about to open it when Henry said: ‘That’s no good; it’s 
locked. IVlio’s got the key?’ 

As he had himself forgotten to call for the key at the 
farm, no one replied. He also \\’anted to know who had 
left the front gate open, since a cow had strayed in from 
the road, and was spoiling the croquet lawn. Then he 
said rather crossly: ‘Margaret, you wait in the dr)^ I'll 
go down for the key. It isn’t a hundred )'ards.’ 

‘Mayn’t I come too?’ 

‘No; I shall be back before I’m gone.’ 

D 
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Then the car turned away, and it was as if a 
had nscn. For the second time that day she saw th 

’^?h'S”were the greensas^uees that lud on« 

described, there the tennis lawn, there 
would be glonous w»h de^roses in June, but .. 

now was of black and palest green Down by the de» 
hole more nnd colours were awakening, and Lent i i 
stood sentinel on its margin, of advanced m 
oicrthegrass Tulips wercatray of jewels. Shecouw 

not see the wych-elm tree, but a branch of the celebrity 
vine, studded with veUet knobs, had cosered the po 
She was struck by the fertility of the soil, she had 
been m a garden where the fowers looked so well, aft 
even the weeds she was idly plucking out of the P° , 
were intensely green. Why had poor Mr Bryce n 
from all this beauty^ For she had alread) deaded that 


the place was beautiful 

“haughty cow’ Go away' cned Margaret to th® 


but without indicnation 
Harder came the ram, pouring out of a windless sky, 
and spattering up from the notice-boards of the house* 
agents, which lay in a row on the bwn where Charles 
had hurled them She must have interviewed Charles 
m another world — where one did ha\ e inters lews HoW 

Helen would read in such a notion' Charles dead, all 
people dead, nothing alise but houses and gardens. 
obvious dead, the intangible alive, and — no connection 
at all between them' Ma^ret smiled Would that 
her own fanaes were as dear-cut' W ould that she coul“ 
deal as hi^ handedly with the world' Smiling nnd 
s ghmg, she laid her hand upon the door It opened 
The house was not locked up at all 
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She hesitated. Ought she to wait for Henr)'? He 
felt strongly about property, and might prefer to show 
her over himself. On the other hand, he had told her 
to keep in the dry, and the porch was beginning to drip. 
So she went in, and the draught from inside slammed the 
door behind. 

Desolation greeted lier. Dirty finger-prints were on 
the hall-windo^vs, flue and rubbish on its unwashed boards. 
The civilization of luggage had been here for a month, 
and then decamped. Dining-room and drawing-room 
— right and left — ^were guessed only by their %vall-paper3. 
They were just rooms where one could shelter from the 
rain. Across the ceiling of each ran a great beam. The 
dining-room and hall revealed theirs openly, but the 
drawing-room’s "was match-boarded — ^because the fects of 
life must be concealed from ladies? Drawing-room, 
dining-room, and hall — how petty the names sounded! 
Here were simply three rooms where children could play 
and friends shelter from the rain. Yes, and they were 
beautiful. 

Then she opened one of the doors opposite — there were 
two — ^and exchanged -srall-papers for whitewash. It was 
the serr^ants’ part, though she scarcely realized that: just 
rooms again, where friends might shelter. The garden 
at the back was full of flowering cherries and plums. 
Farther on were hints of the meadow and the black cliff 
of pines. Yes, the meadow was beautiful. 

Penned in by the -desolate weather, she recaptured the 
sense of space whicli the motor had tried to rob from her. 
She remembered again that ten square miles are not ten 
times as wonderful as one square mile, that a thousand 
square miles are not practically the same as heaven. The 
phantom of bigness, which London encourages, was laid 
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for «er when she paced from the hall at Howards End 
to Its kitchen and heard the latns run this way and that 
where the watershed of the roof d sided them 

Now Helen came to her min<l,scninn ^mghalf^^ essex 
from the ndge of the Parheck Downs^ and sapng "t ou 
smU have to lose something She was not so sure For 
instance, she would double her kingdom by opening the 
door that concealed die sia ts. 

Now she thought of the map of Africa of empires ot 

her father of the two supreme nations, streams of whcee 

I fe warmed her blood, but, mingl ng, had cooled hef 
brain. She paced back into the 1^1, and u she id so 
the bouse reverberated 

Is that you, Henry’ the called- 
There was no answer, but the house reverberated 
again. 

Henry, have you got in 

But It was the heart of the house beating, faintly at 
first, then loudlv, martially It dominated the ram 
It IS the starred ougitutKin, not the well nourished, 
that IS afraid. Margiaret flung open the door to the 
sta rs A no se as of drams seeing to deafen her A 
woman, an old woman, was descend ng, with figure erect» 
with face impass >e, with I ps that parted and said drjl/ 

Oht Well, I took you for Ruth \\ ilcot. 

Margaret stammered 1— Mrs. \Vilco3t— H 
In fancy of course — o fan^ "k ©u had her way of 
walking. Goodly And the old woman passed out 
into the tain. 


From Hoiiords 
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WILLA GATHER 

THE BELL OF SAN MIGUEL 

On the morning after the Bishop’s return from Durango, 
after his first night in his episcopal residence, he had a 
pleasant awakening from sleep. He had ridden into the 
courtyard after nightfall, having changed horses at a 
rancho^ and pushed on nearly sixty miles in order to reach 
home. Consequently he slept late the next morning — 
did not awaken until six o’clock, when he heard the 
Angelus ringing. He recovered consciousness slowly, 
unwilling to let go of a pleasant delusion that he was in 
Rome. Still half believing that he was lodged near St. 
John Lateran, he yet heard every stroke of the Ave 
Maria bell, marvelling to hear it rung correctly (nine 
quick strokes in all, divided into threes, with an interval 
between); and from a bell with beautiful tone. Full, 
clear, with something bland and suave, each note floated ■ 
through the air like a globe of silver. Before the nine 
strokes were done Rome faded, and behind it he sensed 
something eastern, with palm trees — Jerusalem, perhaps, 
though he had never been there. Keeping his eyes 
closed, he cherished for a moment this sudden, pervasive 
sense of the East. Once before he had been carried out 
of the body thus to a place far away. It had happened 
in a street in New Orleans. He had turned a corner and 
come upon an old woman with a basket of yellow flowers; 
.sprays of yellow sending out a honey-sweet perfume: 
mimosa — ^but before he could think of the name he was 
overcome by a feeling of place, was dropped, cassock and 
all, into a garden in the South of F ranee where he had 
^ Farm. 
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beta sent one win er m hts dsildhood to recover from an 
fllness. Ard now this $3reiy tell no’e had earned him 
&nher and &ster than sound could travd. 

When he joined Father VwUant at coffee, that im- 
petuous tnan who could never keep a secret asked him 
aniaonslr whether he had heard anything 

‘1 though* I heard the Angdus, Father Joseph, but 
my reason tells me that only a long sea voyage could 
bnng me widun sound of such a bell ’ 

'Not at aD,’ said Father Joseph bnsklr *I found that 
remirkab’e bdl here, m the basement of dd San Migu^ 
The? tell me it has been here a hundred years or more 
There is no church tower m the place stiorg enough to 
hold It — It 6 very thick and must weigh dose upon 
hundred pouni. But I had a scifiolding built in rhe 
charchva*d, and with the hdp of mcen we raised it and 
got It swung on cross-beams. 1 taught a Meocan boy 
to nng It p-eiperly against your remm.* 

But how could It have come here’ It t» ^paimh> ^ 
suppose" 

"k es, the ir«wiption t$ in Spirush, to St. Joseph, and 
the date is igjb It must have been brought up fr^n 
^^co Gty in an oi-cart. An heroic undertaims* 
ceiuinlr Nobody koows where u was cast But they 
do tell a rory about it that it was pledsed to St Joseph 
m the wars with the Moots, and tha* the people of some 
besieged aty bnougbt all di«r plate and sBver and gdd 
ormments and threw them m with the baser metals- 
There is certainly a good deal of sdrer m the bell, nothing 
^ would account ib is moe ’ 

FaJier Latoor -eSeoed. ‘And the diver of the 
S^rds was reaLy Moorish, was it not’ If not actually 
of Moorish mike, cepted from thar desi'm- The 
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Spaniards knew nothing about working silver except as 
they learned it from the Moors.’ 

‘What are you doing, Jean? Trying to make my bell 
out an infidel?’ Father Joseph asked impatiently. 

The Bishop smiled. ‘I am trying to account for the 
fact that when I heard it this morning it struck me at 
once as something oriental. A learned Scotch Jesuit in 
Montreal told me that our first bells, and the introduction 
of the bell in the sendee all over Europe, originally came 
from the East. He said the Templars brought the 
Angelus back from the Crusades, and it is really an 
adaptation of a Moslem custom.’ 

Father Vaillant sniffed. ‘I notice that scholars always 
manage to dig up something belittling,’ he complained. 

‘Belittling? I should say the reverse. I am glad to 
think there is Moorish silver in your bell. When we 
first came here, the one good workman we found in 
Santa Fe was a silversmith. The Spaniards handed on 
their skill to the Mexicans, and the Mexicans have taught 
the Navajos to work silvers but it all came from the 
Moors,’ 

‘I am no scholar, as you know,’ said Father Vaillant, 
rising. ‘And this morning we have many practical 
affairs to occupy us.’ 

From Death Comes for the J^rchbishop. 


RICHARD HUGHES 

THE EARTHQUAKE 

The cavalcade mounted — Emily very conscious of her 
boots, buttoned respectably half-v'ay up her calf. Some- 
body had food, and calabashes of ivater. The ponies 
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cvidendy knew the way The sun was still red ai^ 
large the sky above cloudless, and 1 ke blue glaze pour 
over bating clay but clos** over the ground a dirty 
haze hovered As they ftdlowcd the lane towards tM 
sea they came to a place where, yesterday, a fair-siz 
spring had bubbled up by the roadside Now it was dry 
But even as they passed a kind of gout of water gushe 
forth and then il was dry again, although gurgling in* 
wardly to itself But the cavalcade were hot, far too hot 
to speak to one another they sat their pomes as loosely 
as pcesTile, longing for the sea. 

The morning advanced The heated air grew quite 
easily hotter, as if from some reserve of enormous Waw 
on which It could draw at will Bullocks only shifted 
the r tunging feet when they could bear the so 1 rt® 
longer even the insects were too languorous to pipe» 
basking 1 zards hid themselves and panted It was so 
still you could have heard the leaa buzz a mile off 
a naked fish would will ngly move h s ta 1 The pon es 
advanced because they must. The ch Idren ceased csen 
to muse 

They all very nearly jumped out of their skms for 
dose at hand a crane had trumpeted once desperately 
Then the broken slence dosed down as flawless as before 
They persp red twice as violendy with the samulus 
Thetrpacegrcwslowerandslower liwasnofasterthan 
a procession of s-naTs that at last they reached the sea 
Exeter Rocks is a famous place A bay of the sea, 
almost a perfecr semiardc, guarded by the reef shelving 
wh te sands to span the few feet from the water to the 
under-cut turf andthcn,a!mostalthem dpo nt,ajutnng 
out shelf of rocks ng^t into deep water — ^thorns deep 
And a narrow fissure m the rocks, leading the water into 
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a small pool, or miniature lagoon, right inside their 
bastion. There it was, safe from sharks or drowning, 
that the F ernandez children meant to soak themselves all 
day, like turtles in a crawl. The water of the bay was 
as smooth and immovable as basalt, yet dear as the finest 
gin: albeit the swell muttered a mile away on the reef. 
The water within the pool itself could not reasonably be 
smoother. No sea-breeze thought of stirring. No bird 
trespassed on the inert air. 

For a while they had not energy to get into the water, 
but lay on their faces, looking down, down, down, at the 
sea-fans and sea-feathers, the scarlet-plumed barnacles and 
corals, the black and yellow schoolmistress-fish, the rain- 
bow-fish — all that forest of ideal Christmas trees which 
is a tropical sea-bottom. Then they stood up, giddy and 
seeing black, and in a trice were floating suspended in 
water like drowned ones, only their noses above the 
surface, under the shadow of a rocky ledge. 

An hour or so after noon they dustered together, 
puffy from tire warm water, in the insufficient shade of 
a Panama fern; ate such of the food they had brought 
as they had appetite for; and drank all the water, wishing 
for more. Then a very odd thing happened: for even 
as they sat there they heard the most peculiar sound; a 
strange, rushing sound that passed overhead like a gale 
of wind — but not a breath of breeze stirred, that was the 
odd thing: followed by a sharp hissing and hurtling, like 
a flight of rockets, or gigantic swans — ^very distant rocs, 
perhaps — on the wing. They all looked up; but there 
rr^as nothing at all. The sky was empty and lucid. 
Long before they were back in the water again all was 
still. Except that after a while John noticed a sort of 
tapping, as if some one were gently knocking the outside 
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of R bath you were m But tfie bath they were in 

no outside, it was solid world It was funny 

By sunset they were so weak from long imtncRion 7 
could barely stand up, and as salted as bacon, 
some common impul», just before the sun went o 
they all left the rocks and went and stood by their do 
where the pones were tethered, under some 1®^®^ 
he sank the sun grew e\cn larger and instead of r 
now a sodden purple Down he went, behind 
western horn of the bay, which blackened till its 
line disappeared and substance and reflection seemed 
sharp symmetneal pattern 

Not ahreath of breeze esen yet ruffled the water y* 

momentarily it trembled of its own accord, shattennfi 
reflections then was glassy again On that the chil 
held their breath, wamng for it to happen 

A school of fish, temfied by some purely submaf'*** 
event, thrust their heads ngbt out of the water, squat«r 
ing aeios the bay m an arrowy rush, dashing up sparkl^ 
npples with the tmy heave of their shoulders ye* 
each disturbance all was soon like hardest, dark, thick, gl*®" 
Once things vibrated slightly, like a diair in a concert 
room and again there was that mysterious wing''’^’ 
though there was nothing visible beneath the swollen 
iridescent stars 

Then it came. The water of the bay began to ebb 
away, as if some one bad polled up the plug a foot o* 
of sand and coral gleamed for a moment new to the aif 
then back the sea rushed m miniature rollers whit* 
splashed right up to the feet of the palms Mouthful 
of turf were torn away and on the fer side of the bay * 
small piece ofdiffl tunned into the water sandandtwig* 
showered down, dew ftfl from the trees like diamonds 
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birds and beasts, their tongues at last loosed, screamed 
and bellowed: the ponies, tliough quite unalarmed, lifted 
up their heads and yelled. 

That ivas all: a few moments. Then silence, with 
a rapid countermarch, recovered all his rebellious king- 
dom. Stillness again. The trees moved as little as the 
pillars of a ruin, each leaf laid sleekly in place. The 
bubbling foam subsided: the reflections of the stars came 
out among it as if from clouds. Silent, still, dark, placid, 
as if there could never have been a disturbance. The 
naked children too continued to stand motionless beside 
the quiet ponies, dew on their hair and eyelashes, shine 
on their infantile round paunches. 

But as for Emily, it was too much. The earthquake 
went completely to her head. She began to dance, hop- 
ping laboriously from one foot on to another. John 
caught the infection. He turned head over heels on the 
damp sand, over and over in an elliptical course, till before 
he knew it he was in the water, and so giddy as hardly 
to be able to tell up from down. 

At that, Emily knew what it was she wanted to do. 
She scrambled on to a pony and galloped him up and down 
the beach, trying to bark like a dog. The Fernandez 
children stared, solemn but not disapproving. John, 
shaping a course for Cuba, was swimming as if sharks 
were paring his toe-nails. Emily rode her pony into 
the sea, and beat and beat him till he swam: and so she 
followed John towards the reef, yapping herself hoarse. 

It must have been fully a hundred yards before they 
were spent. Then they turned for the shore, John 
holding on to Emily’s leg, puffing and gasping, both a 
little overdone, their emotion run down. 

F rom A High Wind in Jamaica. 
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A VISION or WA^S 

Ths Vjew, as Mr Cave Ascribed it, was im-anaWy of 
an cjctcnsive plain, and he seemed always to be lookins 
at It from a conadenble height, as if from a tower or a 
mast. To the east and to the west the plain was 
at a remote distance by east reddish ch^ which temmW 
him of those be bad seen in some p cture, but what the 
p cture was Mr Wace was unable to ascereun. These 
chSs passed north and south — he could tell the points of 
die compass by the stars diat were Tisible of » mght— 
receding in in almost lUimitable perspeenre and foding 
into the mists of the distance before they met. He was 
nearer the eastern set of cli&, on the occasion ©f ba fits* 
nsoa the sun spas nsii^ over theta, and blach. agamst 
the sunLght and pile gainst their shadow appeared a 
multitude of soaring forms that Mr Care regarded as 
birds. A rast range of buddings spread below hiin» he 
seemed to he looking down upon them arid as they 
approached the blurred and refracted edge of th® picture 
they became indistinct. There were also trees cunous 
m shape, and m cdounng a deep mossy green and an 
exquisite grey, beside a wide and shining ca/nh 
someihmg great and biilliaittly coloured fiew across the 
p cture. But the first tune Mr Cat c saw the« pictures 



H. G. WELLS 


6i 


he saw only in flashes, his hands shook, his head moved, 
the vision came and went, and grew foggy and indistinct. 
And at first he had the greatest difficulty in finding the 
picture again once the direction of it was lost. 

His next clear vision, which came about a week after 
the first, the interval having yielded nothing but tantaliz- 
ing glimpses and some useful experience, showed him the 
view down the length of the valley. The view w'as 
different, but he had a curious persuasion, which his 
subsequent observations abundantly confirmed, that he 
was regarding tins strange world from exactly the same 
spot, although he was looking in a different direction. 
The long fa9ade of the great building, whose roof he had 
looked down upon before, was now receding in perspec- 
tive. He recognized the roof. In the front of the 
facade was a terrace of massive proportions and extra- 
ordinary length, and down the middle of the terrace, at 
certain inten^als, stood huge but very graceful masts, bear- 
ing small shiny objects which reflected the setting sun. 
The import of these small objects did not occur to Mr. 
Cave until some time after, as he rvas describing the scene 
to Mr. Wace. The terrace overhung a thicket of the 
most luxuriant and graceful vegetation, and beyond this 
W'as a wide grassy lawn on which certain broad creatures, 
in form like beetles but enormously larger, reposed. 
Beyond this again was a richly decorated causeway of 
pinkish stone; and beyond that, and lined with dense red 
weeds, and passing up the valley exactly parallel with the 
distant cliflfe, ^vas a broad and mirror-like expanse of water. 
The air seemed full of squadrons of great birds, manoeuvring 
in stately curries; and across the river vras a multitude of 
splendid buildings, richly coloured and glittering with 
metallic tracery and facets, among a forest of moss-like 
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ind bchenous trcts. And suddenly sometKmg fiipp^ 
re^'edly aucfis the tb <m,likE the fluttenng of a jewelled 
£in or the beating of a wing> and a face, or ratber the upper 
part of a face with very Urge eyes, came as it were clc« 

to hisown ard as ifon the oJier$.de ofthe crystal ^Ir 

Cave was so startled and so impressed b? the absolute 
real ty of these eves, that he drew hts head bacL from the 
crystal to look behind it. He had become so absorbed 
mwatching that he was quite s1.tpn3.ed to fnd himself vn 
the cool darhress of his InleshopjSnJiia familiar odour 
of methyl, musaocss and decay And, as he Vmked 
about him, the glowu^ crrtJ faded, and sroit out. 

''uch were the first gct'eral itnprcsaons of Mr Cave. 
The story b cunoiaJy diten and Qrcutnstsntial. Front 
the outset, when the vsBey rrs* flashed momcntanlv on 
his senses, hs imagination seas s mrgtly affected, and,a» 
h* begin to appreca.e the deoIL of ^e scene he sa«» 
hjs wonder rose to the point of a pasion. He wen* 
about bs business ItsJes and distnu^ht, thinbng onlr 
of the oa»e when he should be ab’e to return to hts watch* 
UlS 

The attention of Mr Cave hid been speedJf directed 
to the bird-Lkc crci*uTes he had seen *0 abundantly 
priiuit in each of his caiber vis-ons. Hs first impression 
was soon corrected, and he coroidered fo* a time that 
they rmzht represent a d.uTTal «p«a«5 of bat. Then 
be thought, gn 5 *esqudy enough, that they might be 
cheru*B. Their heads were round and curiously human, 
and It was th- eves of one of them that had so startled 
him on hs second o*«=er¥atioa. They had broad, silvery 
wings, not feathered, but listening almost as brillantlv 

as pew killed fishandwithdiesame subtle play of colour, 

aad these wmgs were not birilt on the plan of btrd-winS 
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or bat, Mr. Wace learned, but supported by curved ribs 
radiating from the body. (A sort of butterfly wing with 
curved ribs seems best to express their appearance.) The 
body was small, but fitted with two bunches of prehensile 
organs, like long tentacles, immediately under the mouth. 
Incredible as it appeared to Mr. Wace, the persuasion 
at last became irresistible that it was these creatures which 
owned the great quasi-human buildings and magnificent 
garden that made the broad valley so splendid. And Mr. 
Cave perceived that the buildings, with other peculiarities, 
had no doors, but that the great circular windows, which 
opened freely, gave the creatures egress and entrance. 
They would alight upon their tentacles, fold their wings 
to a smallness almost rod-like, and hop into the interior. 

ut among them was a multitude of smaller-winged 
creatures, like great dragon-flies and moths and flying 
eetles, and across the greensward brilliantly-coloured 
gigantic ground-beetles crawled lazily to and fro. More- 
over, on the causeways and terraces, large-headed creatures 
sirndar to tire greater winged flies, but wingless, were 

'isi le, hopping busily upon their hand-like tangle of 
tentacles. 

Allusion has already been made to the glittering objects 
®tood upon the terrace of the nearer 
ittg- It dawned upon Mr. Cave, after regarding 
o these masts very fixedly on one particularly vivid 
glittering object there was a crystal exactly 
M which he peered. And a still more care- 

scrutiny convinced him that each one in a vista of 
twenty carried a similar object, 
flut t)ne of the large flying creatures would 

«umb'^ folding its wings and coiling a 

cr of its tentacles about the mast, would regard the 
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cmal fi-wdlf for a spjcc— somedmes for as long as 
fifteen minutes. And a »enej of obsemdons, nade » 
the suggestion of Mr IVace, convinced both 
that, so fiir as this wsionaiy was concerned, 

cnstal trto wh-ch they peei^ acnmJly sTiod at die su®~ 
nut of the endmost mast «i the tenace, and that on c^ 
Dccas.on at least one of these inhabitants of th s o er 
worid had looked into Mr Caves lace whne he was 
nalang these observations. 

So much for the esei*cJ facts of this very 
s*ofT Lrless we ismiss it all as the ingenious frbn* 

catwnofMr YTace, we hare to Wtere one of two things 

other Mr Cave’s crystal was la two world* at 
and that, while it was airned about m one, it retnainw 
sanccary in the other, whidi se e m* altogether 
or else that it had some peculiar reboon of svrop*®^ 
with anoJier and eactly stnilai cystal in thts other 
world, so that what was seen in the intenor of the op* 
in th J world seas, undf suiab’e cond.nons, vtJble to an 
oHefver in the Qsrre^ondii^ cmal in the other world, 
and «.r vctm 

And where was this other world’ On tht» ah®, the 
a!ertm*dksnceofMr WacespeedDy threw Lght. APer 
sunset, the sky darkened tatniy— there was a very bne* 
twiLch* in.en^ indeed — and the stars shone out. They 
we«v tecognizaMy ibe same as tlxxe we see, arraimJ m 
the same cotis*dkit]ORS. Mr Cave reccgniied the Beat, 
the Pleiades, Aldebaran, and Stnus, so that the other 
world must be somewbcR la the solar sTStein,aftd,at the 
utmost, onlr a few hundreds of tsHhons of miles from wur 
own. Feilowu^ Up d«s due, Mr Waco learned tha' 
th“ midrught sty was w darker blue even than our nud- 

wifir-'«ky,aftlthatihesunseemedaLttJesaulIer 
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there were two small moonsl ‘like our moon but smaller, 
and quite differently marked,’ one of which moved so 
rapidly that its motion was clearly visible as one regarded 
it. These moons were never high in the sky, but van- 
ished as they rose; that is, every time they revolved they 
were eclipsed because they were so near their primary 
planet. And all this answers quite completely, although 
Mr. Cave did not know it, to what must be the condition 
of things on Mars. 

Indeed, it seems an exceedingly plausible conclusion 
that peering into this crystal Mr. Cave did actually see 
the planet Mars and its inhabitants. And, if that be the 
case, then the evening star that shone so brilliantly in the 
sky of that distant vision was neither more nor less than 
our own familiar earth. 

From Tales of the Unexpected. 


JAMES STEPHENS 

THE ANGELS COME TO EARTH 

The day had drawn to its close. The stars had not yet 
come, nor the moon. Far to the west a red cloud poised 
on the horizon like a great whale and, moment by moment, 
It paled and faded until it was no more than a pink flush. 
On high, clouds of pearl and snow piled and fell and 
sailed away on easy voyages. It was the twilight — a 
twilight of such quietude that one could hear the soft 
Voice of the world as it whispered through leaf and twig. 
There was no breeze to swing the branches of the trees 
or to creep among the rank grasses and set them dancing, 
and yet everywhere there was unceasing movement and 
a sound that never ceased. About them, for mile upon 

E 
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mile, therewasnoh&bvtationof maHi there was no move- 
ment anywhere except when a bjrd dipped and soared m 
a hasty flight homewards, or when a beetle went slugging 
by like a tired bullet. 

Mary had unharnessed the ass and bade him, with an 


affeisionate kis, to eat his fill The donkey stood for 
a moment with his ears and tail hanging down, then he 
lifted bath his ears and his tail, slung up his ragged head, 
bared his scdid teeth, and brayed furiously for two minutes. 
That accomph^ed, he trotted briskly a few paces, bent 
to the grass, and b^an to eat so eagerly that ore should 
dunk eating was more of a novelty to him than it could 
be to an ass of his ycais. , 

*The sound of that beast $ voice does get on my nerres,’ 
sud Patsy 

*He has a powerful voice, sure enough, God Hess him’ 
Sit down there by the hedge and light the lire while I’m 
gewng the things ready, the night will be on us m a fe« 
minutes and u will be a cold night’ 

^^ile she moved busily from the cart to the hedge 
her fethcf employed himself lighting a fire of tuif m a 
wnnkied bucket When this was under way be pulled 
out a pi^. Hack as a coal, and off which half the shank 
was broken, and this he put into h« mouth At the 
moment he s«med to be sunken m thought, his eyes to 
the gr» and his feet planted, and it was in a musing 
voice that he spoke 

‘Do you know what I d do, Mary, jf I had a bottle 
of porter beside me m thra fidd? 

‘I do well,’ she lephed, ‘you d dnnk it’ 

I would so, but before I d dnnk u I’d put the end of 
tins pipe into It, for to 

ps m a way that would anger a man wanting » 
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smoke, and if I could stick it into the porter it would 
be cured. I don’t suppose, now, that you have a sup 
of porter in the cart!’ 

‘I have not.’ .... 

She was preparing the potatoes when a remark from 
her father caused her to pause. 

‘What is it?’ said she. 

‘It’s a bird. I saw it for a second against a white piece 
of a cloud, and I give you my word that it’s as big as a 
haystack. There it is again,’ he continued excitedly; 
‘there’s three of them.’ 

For a few minutes they followed the flight of these 
amazing birds, but the twilight had almost entirely 
departed and darkness was brooding over the land. They 
did not see them any more. 

And yet it was but a short distance from where they 
camped that the angels first put foot to earth. 

It is useless to question what turmoil of wind or vagary 
of wing brought them to this desert hill instead of to a 
place more worthy of their grandeur, for, indeed, they 
were gorgeously apparelled in silken robes of scarlet and 
gold and purple; upon their heads were crowns high in 
form and of curious intricate workmanship, and their 
wings, stretching ten feet on either side, were of many 
and shining colouis. 

Enough that here they did land, and in this silence 
and darkiaess tliey stood for a few moments looking about 
them. 

Then one spoke: 

Art,’ said he, ‘we were too busy coming down to look 
about us carefully; spring up again a little way, and see 
if tltere is any house in sight.’ 

At the word one of the three stepped forward a pace. 
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out «s h= lopeJ, Atj bat twict, .nd he t«m aicl>% 
the hiU in steady, noiseless 

He TetMtned in a minute , 

‘There are no houses here, bat * little way I* 
saw a fire and two peojde sittv^ beside it. ^ 

‘We will talk to them,’ said the other bhow 
war. Art ’ 

‘Lp then,' said Art. ^ 

‘No,’ Slid the Angel whohid not yet spoken 1 

Oredofflying Vi’cwiWwalt toihis place you speako 

‘Very well,’ replied Art, ‘let us walk-’ 

And they went forward , 

Around the little bucket of fire where MacCann 8»* 
his daughter were sirong there was an intense dartaefr 
At the distance of $a feet they could sail see, but de^ 
cately, indisancdy, and beyond that the night hung *’ 
a tel«t curtain. They did not mind the night, they di 
not fear it, they did not look at it it was around 
full of strangeness, hiU of mystery and terror, but they 
looked only at the glowing brauer, and in the red cheer 
of that they were content. 

They had eaten the bread and the turnip, and 
waiting for the poatoes to be cooked, and as they waited 
an odd phrase, an exclamation, a sigh would pass ft®® 
one to the other, and then, suddenly, the dark 
of night mored noisdessly, and the three angel> stepp*“ 
nobly in the Ereli^t. 

For an instant neidwr Mac Cann nor his daugb®’^ 
made a movement, they did not make a sound. Hei* 
was terror, and astomsiuoait the sister of terror 
gaped their whole beu^ was in their eyes as they starM- 
F rom Mac Cann’s ^iioat came a noise it had no gnu®" 
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matical significance, but it was weighted with all tlie 
sense that is in a dog’s growl or a wolf’s cry. Then the 
youngest of the strangers canae forward. 

‘May we sit by your fire for a little time?’ said he. 
‘The night is cold, and in this darkness one does not 
know where to go.’ 

From The Demt-Gods. 


HUGH WALPOLE 

THE SCARLET ADMIRAL 

A eunny old lady, named Miss Henhouse, who lived 
near Cow Farm, in a little cottage all by herself, called 
sometimes upon the Coles and told them stories about 
the people and the place, which made them ‘sit up in 
their chairs.’ She was an old lady with sharp eyes, a 
black moustache and a double chin, wore an old shabby 
bonnet, grey mittens and large shoes which banged after 
her as she walked. She leant on a cane with a silver 
hnob to it, and she wore a huge cameo brooch on her 
breast with a miniature of herself inside it. She was 
what is called in novels ‘a character.’ There was no 
one who knew so much about Rafiel and its neighbour- 
hood; she had lived here for ever, her father had been 
n friend of Wellington’s and had known members of the 
local Press Gang intimately. It was from her that 
Jeremy heard, in detail, the famous story of the Scarlet 
Admiral. It was, of course, in any case, a well-known 
story, and Jeremy had often heard it before, but Miss 
Henhouse made it a new, a most vivid and realistic thing. 
She sat forward in her chair, leaning on her silver-headed 
oane, her eyes staring in front of her, her two chins 
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b=bb»g, gax.nE, m '' =“ 

” ™"g ...dl, S.W . spl»d,d d.,p ning beyond 
Cove, a ship of gold with saib of stlk and jewc 
As he watched, from the ship a boat pushed ou , and 
Unded on the sand of the Cove a «on*rful 
m cocked hats of gold lace, pl^ f ,i,cm was 

shoes with diamond buckles. The leader o 
a little man with a vast cocked hat and a ^pt^ndid sword 
all studded with jewels The fool, peering os 
hedge, saw him give orders to his men, and t ’ 

alone,\iptheUtdewindingpithtotheclm top jie 

up the path he came, then tight past ^e * ’ 

standing at last upon Ae turnip field of Farmer 

of Ae greatest of A« farmers of those parts An 

he waited, staring out to sea, his arms crossed, his ) 
very fierce and very, aery sad Then a second time 
the golden ship a boat pushed out, cutting its way tnr b 
Ae ^assy sea — and there landed on the beach a 
man, very beautiful, in a suit of blue and gold, an » 
wiAouta ^nce at the waiting sailon, also slowly , 
the sea path, and at last he too reached Farmer * 
turnip field Then he and the Scarlet Admiral o 
to one another, very beauufuUy, very sadly, and ve y» 
very fiercely As Ae sun rose high in the 
cows passed dumsly down Ae lane behind Ae ne i 
the fool, with eyes staring and heart Aumpmg, s^w t 
two fight a duel to the deaA There could be no qu 
non, from the first, how it would end The 
joung man m his fine blue suit and his white cam 
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shirt had despair upon his face. He knew that his hour 
had come. And the eyes of the Scarlet Admiral were 
ever sadder and ever fiercer. Then, with a sudden 
move, a little turn of his agile body, the Scarlet Admiral 
had the young man through the breast. The young man 
threw up his arms and cried; and, as the Scarlet Admiral 
withdrew his sword, dripping with blood, from his body, 
the young man fell backwards over the cliff into the sea. 
Then the Scarlet Admiral wiped his sword on the grass 
and, slowly and sadly, walked down the cliff-path even 
as he had walked up. He joined his men, they found 
their boat, pushed out to their ship, and even as they 
landed upon her she had disappeared. A moment later the 
fool saw the parson of Rafiel Church coming round the 
corner for his morning bathe, and two minutes afterwards 
nothing human was to be seen save the naked limbs of 
the parson and his little bundle of black clothes lying 
neatly upon a stone. Then the fool ran all the way 
home to his mother, who was a widow, and sat and cried 
and cried for the beautiful young man who had been 
slain, nor would he eat, nor taste the excellent Rafiel 
beer, and he pined away, and at last he died, first telling 
this history to his mother who, like all widows, was 
a garrulous woman and loved a good story. . . . 

Impossible to imagine with what life and fire old Miss 
Henhouse gave this history. You could see with your 
own eyes the golden ship, the diamond buckles of the 
Scarlet Admiral, the young man’s sad eyes, the parson’s 
black clothes. When she had finished it seemed to 
Jeremy tlrat it must have been just so. She told him 
that now on a summer morning or evening the Scarlet 
Admiral might still be seen, climbing the* cliff-path, 
wiping his sword upon the grass, gazing out with sad 
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cy« to sea Jeremy swore to himself that on the ne^ 
occasion of suiting the Cost he would watch he 
would watch— but to no sin^e human being would he 
speak anything of this 

From Jtrftny 


KENNETH GRAHAMS 

THE WATsa RAT AND THE MOLE 
Well, well,’ sa d the Rat, 1 suppose we ought to be 
moving I wonder whch of »ts had better pack the 
luncheon basket? He did not speak as if he was fright 
fully eager for the treat 

0, pleaw let me, said the Mole So, of course, the 
Rat let him 

Packing the basket was not quite such pleasant work as 
unpacking the basket It never is But the Mole was 
bent on enjoying everything, and although just when 
he had got the basket packed and strapped up tightljr 
he saw a plate staring up at him from the grass, and 
when the job had been done again the Rat pointed out a 
fork whidi anybody ought to have seen, and last of all, 
beholdl the mustard pot, which he had been sitting on 
without knowing it — still, Somehow, the thing got 
finished at last, without much Itss of temper 

The afternoon son was getting low as the Rat sculled 
gently homewards in a dreamy mood, murmuring poetry- 
th ngsover to him$dr,and not paying much attention to 
Mole But the Mole was very full of lunch and self- 
satisfaction, and pnde, and already quite at home inaboat 
(so he thought) and was gettii^ a bn restless besides and 
presently he said, ‘Rat^' Please,/ want to row, now! 
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The Rat shook his head with a smile. ‘Not yet, my 
young friend,’ he said — ‘wait till you’ve had a few lessons. 
It’s not so easy as it looks.’ 

The Mole was quiet for a minute or two. But he 
began to feel more and more jealous of Rat, sculling so 
strongly and so easily along, and his pride began to whisper 
that he could do it every bit as well. He jumped up 
and seized the sculls, so suddenly, that the Rat, who was 
gazing out over the water and saying more poetry-things 
to himself, was taken by surprise and fell backwards off 
his seat with his legs in the air for the second time, while 
the triumphant Mole took his place and grabbed the sculls 
with entire confidence. 

‘Stop it, you silly ass !’ cried the Rat, from the bottom 
of the boat. ‘You can’t do it! You’ll have us over!’ 

The Mole flung his sculls back witli a flourish, and 
made a great dig at the water. He missed the surface 
altogether, his legs flew up above his head, and he found 
himself lying on the top of the prostrate Rat. Greatly 
alarmed, he made a grab at the side of the boat, and the 
next moment — Sploosh! 

Over went the boat, and he found himself struggling in 
the river. 

O my, how cold the water was, and O, how very wet it 
felt. How it sang in his ears as he went down, down, 
down! How bright and welcome the sun looked as he 
rose to the suriace coughing and spluttering ! How black 
was his despair when he felt himself sinking again ! Then 
a firm paw gripped him by the back of his neck. It was 
the Rat, and he was evidently laughing — the Mole could 
feel him laughing, right down his arm and through his 
paw, and so into his — ^the Mole’s neck. 

The Rat got hold of a scull and shoved it under the 
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Mole s atm, then he did the same hj the other side of him 
and, Swimming behind, propelled the helpless animal to 
shore, hauled him out, and set hjm down on the banic, a 
squashy, pulpy lump of misery 
^Vhen the Rat had rubbed him down a bit, and wrung 
some of die wet out of him, He said, Now, then, old 
fellow! Trot up and down the towing-path as hard as 
you can, tiU you re warm and dry again, while 1 dive for 
the luncheon baslcet’ 

So the d smal Mole, wet without and ashamed within, 
trotted about till he was fairly dry, while the Rat plunged 
into the water aga n, recoxered the boat, righted her and 
made her fast, fetched his floating property to shore by 
finally d ved successfully for the luncheon 
basket and struggled to land with it 
IVhen all was ready for a start once more, the Mole, 

1 mp and dejected, took his seat tn the stem of the boatj 
and as they set off, he said m a low voice, broken with 
emotion, Ratty, my generous fnendl I am sery sorry 
indeed for my foolish and ungrateful conduct My heart 
qwte fells me when 1 think how I might have lost that 
bauuful luncheon basket Indeed, I have been a com- 
plete as^ and 1 know ,t. WiU you overlook it this 
>« * np p. be w 

.xrrv "S'’‘»««syo«l responded the Rat cheerily 

^Vhat s a httlc wet to a \% ater Rat? 1 m more m the 
witer ^an out of it most days Don t you think any 
more about it and, look here* I really think you had 
better come and stop with me for a little time It s very 
pla n and rough, you knmv— not like Toad s house at all 
—but you haven t seen that yet, still, I can make you 
comfortable And I’ll teach you to row, and to swim, 
and you 11 soon be as handy on the Water as any of us ’ 
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The Mole was so touched by his kind manner of 
speaking that he could find no voice to answer him; and 
he had to brush away a tear or two with the back of his 
paw. But the Rat kindly looked in another direction, 
and presently the Mole’s spirits revived again, and he 
was even able to give some straight back-talk to a couple 
of moorhens who were sniggering to each other about his 
bedraggled appearance. 

When they got home, the Rat made a bright fire in 
the parlour, and planted the Mole in an arm-chair in 
front of it, having fetched down a dressing-gown and 
slippers for him, and told him river stories till supper- 
time. Very thrilling stories they were, too, to an earth- 
dwelling animal like Mole. Stories about weirs, and 
sudden floods, and leaping pike, and steamers that flung 
hard bottles — at least bottles were certainly flung, and 
from steamers, so presumably by them; and about herons, 
and how particular they were whom they spoke to; and 
about adventures down drains, and night-fishings with 
Otter, or excursions far afield with Badger. Supper was 
a most cheerful meal; but very shortly afterwards a 
terribly sleepy Mole had to be escorted upstairs by his 
considerate host, to the best bedroom, where he soon laid 
his head on his pillow in great peace and contentment, 
novving that his new-found friend the River was lapping 
the sill of his window. • 

This day was only the first of many similar ones for the 
emancipated Mole, each of tlrem longer and fuller of 
interest as the ripening summer moved onward. He 
learnt to swim and to row, and entered into the joy of 
running water; and with his ear to the reed-stems he 
caught, at intervals, something of what the wind went 
whispering so constantly among them. 

From The m^d in the TFillows. 



76 


[ODSKH rROSE 


DAVID GARNETT 

A MAN IN THE ZOO 

Nobody came mto the Ape-house umit twelve o’clock, 
when two 1 ttle girls came m, they looked into his cage, 
and the younger of them said to her sister 
What monkey’s that^ Where is itl 
I don t know,’ said the elder girl Then she said I 
believe the man is there to be lool«d at ’ 

\Vhy,hesjusi like Uncle Bernard,’ said the little girl 
They looked at Cromanie with an offended stare, and 
then went on at once to the Orang outang, who was an 
old fnend The grown up people who came in during 
the afternoon read ihe not ce in a puzzled way, sometimes 
aloud, and more than once after a hurried glance they 
went out of the house They were all embarrassed 
except a jaunty little man who came m just before closing 
ouk He laughed, and laughed ags n, and BmSiy he 
had to sit down on a seat, where he sat choking for three 
or four minutes, after which he took off his hat to Cro- 
martie and went out of the house saying aloud Splcndidl 
Wonderful' Bravol 

TTie next day there were rather more people, but not a 
great crowd One or two men came and took photo- 
graphs, but Mr Crotnartic had Steady learnt a trick that 
was to sene him well in his new situation— that of not 
looking through the bars, so diat often he would not know 
whetherthercwerepec^lewatch nghimornot. Every- 
thing was made very comfortable for him, and on that 
score he was glad enough that he had come 

In the evening he was let out, and walked round the 
Gardens alone He tned to make friends with one or 
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two of the creatures, but they would not take notice of 
him. The evening was cool and fresh, and he was glad 
to be out of the stuffy Ape-house. He felt it very strange 
to be alone in the Zoo at that hour, and strange to have 
to go back to his cage. The next day, just after break- 
fast, a crowd began pushing into the house, which was 
soon packed full. The crowd was noisy, some persons 
in it calling out to him very persistently. 

It was easy enough for Cromartie to ignore them, and 
never let his eyes wander through the wire-netting, but 
he could not prevent himself from knowing that they 
were there. By eleven o’clock his keeper had to fetch 
four policemen, two standing at each door to keep the 
crowd back. The people were made to stand in a queue, 
and to keep moving all the time. 

This went on all day, and in fact there were thousands 
waiting to see ‘The Man’ who had to be turned away 
before they could get a sight of him. Collins said it was 
worse than any bank-holiday. 

Cromartie did not betray any uneasiness; he ate his 
lunch, smoked a cigar, and played several games of 
Patience, but by tea-time he was exhausted, and would 
have liked to go and lie down in his bedroom, but it 
seemed to him that to do so would be to confess weakness. 
What made it worse, because more ridiculous, was that 
the Chimpanzee and the Orang-outang next door, each 
came to the partition walls and spent the whole day staring 
at him too. No doubt they were only imitating the public 
in doing so, but they added a great deal to poor Mr. 
Cromartie’s unhappiness. At last the long day was 
over, the crowds departed, the Gardens were closed, and 
then came another surprise, for his two neighbours did 
not go away. No, they clung to the wire partitions and 



■began to chatter and show their teeth at him Cromartie 
was too tired to stay in the cage^ and went and lay down 
m hi5 bedroom. When he came bach after an hour the 
Chimpanzee and the Orang were soil there, and greeted 
him w th angry snark There was no doubt about it 
^they were threatenir^ him 

Cromart e d d not undeistand why this should be 
until Collins, who had come past, c^lained u to him 
“They are wild with jealousy, he said, that you 
should have drawn such a la^e crowd And he warned 
Mr Cromartie to be very careful not to go withm reach 
of their fingers They would teat h s hair out and kill 
him if they could get at h m 

At first Mr Cromartie found this sery hard to credit, 
but afterwards, when he got to know the characters of 
h» f<Uow*captives better, it became the most ordinary 
commonplace He learnt that all the monkeys, the 
elephants, and the beats felt jealous jn th s way It was 
luniral enough that the creatures that were fed by the 
pub! c should feel resentment if they were passed over, for 
they arc all insatiably greedy, and the worse they digest 
the food given them the more anxious they are to glut 
tbeniselves with it. The wdves fclt a different jealousy, 
for they were constantly fonningattachments to particular 
persons among the crowd, and if the chosen person 
neglected them for a neighbour they became jealous 
Only the larger cats, 1 oiis and panthers, seemed free from 
this d^jtad ng passion 

During his say Air Cromartie gradually came to know 
all the beasts in the Gardens pretty well, since he was 
allowed out every eienii^ after closing time, and very 
often was allowed to go into other cages Nothingstnick 
him more forcibly than the disnnction whidi most of the 
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different creatures very soon drew between him and the 
keepers. When a keeper came past every animal would 
pay some attention, whereas few of them would even 
look round for Mr. Cromartie. He was treated by the 
vast majority with indifference. As time went on he 
saw that they treated him as they treated each other, and 
it struck him that they had somehow learnt that he was 
being exhibited as they were themselves. This impres- 
sion was so forcible tliat Mr. Cromartie believed it with- 
out question, though it is not easy to prove that it was 
so, and still more difficult to explain how such a piece of 
knowledge could have spread among so heterogeneous a 
collection of creatures. Yet the attitude of the animals 
to each other was so marked, that Mr. Cromartie not 
only observed it in them, but very soon came to feel it in 
himself for them. He could not describe it better than 
by calling it firsdy ‘cynical indifference’ and then adding 
that it was perfectly good-natured. It was expressed 
usually by total indifference, but sometimes by something 
between a yawn of contempt and a grin of cynical appre- 
ciation. It was just in these slight shades of manner that 
Mr. Cromartie found tlie animals interesting. Naturally 
they had nothing to say to him, and in such artificial 
surroundings tlreir natural habits were difficult to ascer- 
tain, only those living in families or colonies ever seeming 
perfectly at tkeir ease, but they all did seem to reveal 
something of themselves in their attitude to each otlier. 
To man tlrey showed quite different behaviour, but in their 
eyes Mr. Cromartie was not a man. He might smell like 
one, but they saw at once tliathe had come out of a cage. 

There is in this a possible explanation of the often- 
recorded feet that it is particularly easy for convicts to 
make friends with mice and rats in prison. 
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For the rest of that week crowd* collected round the 
new Ape-house every day, and the queue for admittance 
vsas longer than that at pit of Drury Lane Theatre 
on a first night. 

Thousands of people paid for admission to the Gardens 
and watted patiently for houn m order to catch a glimpse 
of the new creature which the Society had acquired, and 
none were really disappointed when they had seen him, 
although many professed to be so For everyone went 
away isiib what people are most grateful for having~ 
that IS, a new subject for comemtion, something that 
everyone could discuss and have an opinion about, six » 
the propnery of exhibiting a nun. Not ehaf this dj»* 
cussion was confined to those who had actually been 
successful in catching a glimpse of him On the con- 
trary It raged m every train, m every drawing-room, and 
m the columns of every newspaper m England Jokes 
on the subject were nude at public dinners, and at music- 
halls, and Mr Crotnartic was referred to continually m 
Punch sometimes in a facetious manner Sermons were 
preached about him, and a Labour Member in the House 
of Commons said that when the working classes came into 
power the nch would be put alongside the Man in the 
Zoo, where they properly belonged ’ 

What was the strangest thing was that everyone held 
the view either that a nun ou^t to be exhibited, or that 
he ought not to be exhib ted, and that after a week’s 
time there were not half a d<n«i men m England who 
believed no moral pnncijde to be involved in the matter 
From Man tn the Zea 
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CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 

MR. GISSIHG’s -nephews 

It was after dinner, an April evening, and Gissing ^ 
slipped away from the house for a stroll. He was afraid 
to stay in, because he knew that if he did, Fuji would 
ask him again to fix the dishcloth rack in the kitchen. 
Fuji was very short in stature, and could not reach up to 
the place where the rack was screwed over the sink. 
Like all people whose minds are very active, Gissing 
hated to attend to little details like this. It was a weak- 
ness in his character. F uji had asked him six times to fix 
the rack, but Gissing always pretended to forget about it. 
To appease his methodical butler he had written on a 
piece of paper Fix Dishcloth Rack and pinned it on to his 
dressing-table pincushion; but he paid no attention to the 
memorandum. 

He went out into a green April dusk. Down by the 
pond piped those repeated treble whisperings: they still 
distressed him with a mysterious unbridled summons, 
but Mike Terrier had told him that the secret of respecta- 
bility is to ignore whatever you don’t understand. Careful 
observation of this maxim had somewhat dulled the cry 
of that shrill queer music. It now caused only a faint 
pain in his mind. Still, he walked that way because 
tlie little meadow by the pond was agreeably soft under- 
foot. Also, when he walked close beside the water the 
voices were silent. That is worth noting, he said to 
himself. If you go directly at the heart of a mystery, 
it ceases to be a mystery, and becomes only a question of 
drainage. (Mr. Poodle had told him that if he had the 
^ Mr. Gissing and all the other characters in this story are dogs. 

F 




82 

pond and swamp drained, the frog-song would not 
annoy him } But to-night, when the keen chirruping 
ceased, there was still another sound that did not cease 
— a faint, appealing cry It caused a prickling on his 
shoulder blades, it made him both angry and tender 
He pushed through die bushes In a little hollow 
were three small puppies, whining faintly They were 
cold and drawled with mud Someone had left them 
there, evidently, to petish They were huddled dose 
together, their eyes, a cloudy un^jcculative blue, were 
onW ]U8t opened 

He picked them up carefully and carried them 
home 

‘Quick, TujU’ he said ‘Warm some milk, some of 
the Grade A, and put a little brandy m it I'll get thtf 
spare-room bed ready’ 

He rushed upstairs, wrapped the puppies in a blanket* 
and turned on the electric heater to uke the chill front 
the spare-room The little pads of their paws were ice- 
cold, and he filled the hot water bottle and held it care- 
fully to their tweU e feet Their pink stomachs throbbed, 
and at first he feared they were dying ‘They must not 
die' he said fiercely ‘If they did, it would be a matter 
for the police, and rio end of trouble ' 

Fuji came up with the milk, and looked very grave 
when he saw the muddy footprints on the dean sheen 
‘Now, Fuji,’ said Oming, ‘do you suppose they can 
bp, or will we have to pour it down’’ 

Inspire ofhKsupenormaimer, Fuji wasagood feIio« 
m an emergency It was he who suggested the fountaiii” 
pen filler They washed the ink out of it, and used tt 
to dnp the hot brandy and-nulk down the puppies’ 
threats. Their noses, whidi had been icy, suddenly 
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became very hot and dry. Gissing feared a fever and 
thought their temperatures should be taken. 

‘The only thermometer v?e have,’ he said, ‘is tire one on 
the porch, with the mercury split in two. I don’ t suppose 
that would do. Have you a clinical thermometer, Fuji?’ 

Fuji felt that his employer was making too much fuss 
over the matter. 

‘No, sir,’ he said, firmly. ‘They are quite all right. 
A good sleep will revive them. They will be as fit as 
possible in the morning.’ 

Fuji went out into tire garden to brush the mud from 
his neat white jacket. His face was inscrutable. Gis- 
sing sat by the spare-room bed until he was sure the puppies 
were sleeping correctly. He closed the door so tliat 
Fuji would not hear him humming a lullaby. Three 
Blind Mice was the only nursery song he could remember, 
and he sang it over and over again. 

When he tiptoed downstairs, Fuji had gone to bed. 
Gissing went into his study, lit a pipe, and walked up and 
down, thinking. By and by he wrote two letters. One 
was to a bookseller in the city, asking him to send (at once) 
one copy of Dr. Holt’s book on the Care and Feeding of 
Children, and a well-illustrated edition of Mother Goose. 
The odrer was to Mr. Poodle, asking him to fix a date 
for tire christening of Mr. Gissing’s three small nephews, 
who had come to live with him. 

‘It is lucky they are all boys,’ said Gissing. ‘I would 
know notliing about bringing up girls.’ 

‘I suppose,’ he added after a while, ‘tliat I shall have to 
raise Fuji’s wages.’ 

Then he went into the kitchen and fixed the dishcloth 
rack. 


From JVhere the Blue Begins, 
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TOBKItMOtlY 

It was a chill, rain-washed aften»oon of a late August 
day, that indefinite season when partridges are still tn 
secuniy or cold storage, and there is nothing to hunt 
— unless one is bounded on the north by the Bnstol 
Channel, m which case one may lawfully gallop after 
fat red stags Lady Blendey’s house-party was not 
bounded on the north by the Bristol Channel, hence 
there was a full githenng of her guests round the tea- 
table on this particular afternoon And, in spite of the 
blankness of the season and the tntencss of the occasion, 
there was no trace m the company of that fatigued rest- 
lessness which means a dread of the pianola and a subdued 
hankering for auction badge The undisguised open- 
mouthed attention of the entire pany was fixed on the 
homely negaate personality of Mr Cornelius Appm 
Of all her guests, he was the one who had come to Lady 
Blemley with the vaguest reputation Some one had 
said he was ‘clever,’ and he had got his invitation in the 
moderate expecution, on the part of his hostess, that some 
portion at least of his devemess would be contributed to 
the general entertainment Until tea-time that day she 
had been unable to discover m what direction, if any, his 
devemess lay He was neither a wit nor a croquet 
champion, a hypnotic force nor a begetter of amateur 
theatricals Neither did his extenor suggest the sort 
of man in whom women are willing to pardon a generous 
measurcofmentaldefiaency He had subsided into mere 
Mr Appm, and the Comdius seemed a piece of trans- 
parent baptismal bluff And now he vras daiming to 
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have launched on the world a discovery beside which the 
invention of gunpowder, of the printing-press, and of 
steam locomotion were inconsiderable trifles. Science 
had made bewildering strides in many directions during 
recent decades, but this thing seemed to belong to the 
domain of miracle rather than to scientific achievement. 

‘And do you really ask us to believe,’ Sir Wilfrid was 
saying, ‘that you have discovered a means for instructing 
animals in the art of human speech, and that dear old 
Tobermory has proved your first successful pupil?’ 

‘It is a problem at which I have worked for the last 
seventeen years,’ said Mr. Appin, ‘but only during the last 
eight or nine months have I been rewarded with glimmer- 
ings of success. Of course I have experimented with 
thousands of animals, but latterly only with cats, those 
wonderful creatures which have assimilated themselves 
so marvellously with our civilization while retaining all 
their highly developed feral instincts. Here and there 
among cats one comes across an outstanding superior 
intellect, just as one does among the ruck of human 
beings, and when I made the acquaintance of Tobermory 
a week ago I saw at once that I was in contact with a 
‘Beyond-cat’ of extraordinary intelligence. I had gone 
far along the road to success in recent experiments; with 
Tobermory, as you call him, I have reached the goal.’ 

Mr. Appin concluded his remarkable statement in a 
voice which he strove to divest of a triumphant inflection. 
No one said ‘Rats,’ though Clovis’s lips moved in a 
monosyllabic contortion which probably invoked those 
rodents of disbelief. 

‘And do you mean to say,’ asked Miss Resker, after a 
slight pause, ‘that you have taught Tobermory to say 
and understand easy sentences of one syllable?’ 
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‘My dear Mis Reslccr,’ said the wonder-woiUr 
paticndy, ‘one teaches Itttle children and savages and 
lackward adults m that piecemeal fashion, when one has 
once sohed the problem of making a beginning with an 
animal of highly dereloped trtelligencr, one has no need 
for chose halting methods Tobermory can speak our 
language with perfect correctness ’ 

This time Clovis very distinctly said ‘Beyond nsR* 

Sir \\ ilfnd was more polite, but ei^ualiy sceptical 

‘Hadn’t we better have the cat in and judge for our- 
selves’’ suggested Lady Elemley 

Sir Wilfrid went tn search of the animal, and the 
company settled themselves down to the btiguid expecta- 
tion of witnessing some more or Jess adroit drawnng-room 
ventriloquism 

In a Bimuce Sir Wdfnd was hack m the room, hi» &c* 
white beneath its tan and hi» eyes dilated with ecatement. 

By Gad, it’s tnie’’ 

His agitaoon was unmistakably genuine, and hi* 
heaters started forward in a ihnll of awakened interest 

CoUapsii^ into an armchair, he continued breathlessly 
‘1 found him dozing in the smoking-room, and called 
out to him to come for his tea. He blinked at me in his 
usual way, and 1 said "Come on, Toby, don't keep us 
wamng”, and, by Gad' he drawled out m a most horribly 
natural voice that he’d come when he dashed well pleased! 
I nearly jumped out of my skin'’ 

Appsn Jiad preached to absolutely incredulous hearets. 
Sir Wilfrid’s statemerit earned insane conviction A 
Babd-lifce chorus of startled eaxlatnation arose, amid 
which the saencist sze mutely enjoying the first fruit of 
his stupendous discovery 

In the midst of the clamour Tobermory entered the 
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room and made his way with velvet tread and studied 
unconcern across to the group seated round tlie tea- 
table. 

A sudden hush of awkwardness and constraint fell on 
the company. Somehow there seemed an element of 
embarrassment in addressing on equal terms a domestic 
cat of acknowledged mental ability. 

‘Will you have some milk, Tobermory?’ asked Lady 
Blemley in a rather strained voice. 

‘I don’t mind if I do,’ was the response, couched in a 
tone of even indifference. A shiver of suppressed excite- 
ment went through the listeners, and Lady Blemley might 
be excused for pouring out the saucerful of milk rather 
unsteadily. 

‘I’m afraid I’ve spilt a good deal of it,’ she said apolo- 
getically. 

‘After all, it’s not my Axminster,’ was Tobermory’s 
rejoinder. 

Another silence fell on the group, and then Miss 
Resker, in her best district-visitor manner, asked if the 
human language had been difficult to learn. Tober- 
mory looked squarely at her for a moment and then fixed 
his gaze serenely on the middle distance. It was obvious 
that boring questions lay outside his scheme of life. 

‘What do you think of human intelligence?’ asked 
Mavis Pellington lamely. 

‘Of whose intelligence in particular?’ asked Tobermory 
coldly. 

‘Oh, well, mine for instance,’ said Mavis, with a 
feeble laugh. 

‘You put me in an embarrassing position,’ said Tober- 
mory, whose tone and attitude certainly did not suggest 
a shred of embarrassment. ‘Wlien your inclusion in this 
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house-party was suggested Sir Wlfrid protested that you 
were the most brainless woman of his acquaintanccj and 
that there was a wide distinction between hospitality and 
the cate of the feeble-minded Lady Blemley replied 
that your lack of htam power was the precise quality 
which had earned you your invitation, as you were the 
only person she could think of who might be idiotic 
enough to buy their old car You know, the one diey 
call * The Envy of Sisj^hus,” ^ because it goes quite 
nicely up-hill if you push it’ 

Lady Blemley’s protestaoons would have had greater 
effect if she had not casually suggested to Mavis only 
that morning that the car m question would be just 
the thing for her down at her Devonshire home • • 

‘Would you like to go and see if cook has got your 
dinner ready!' suggested Lady Blemley hurriedly, affecting 
to Ignore the fact that it wanted at least two hours to 
Tobermory’s dinner-time 

‘Thanks,' said Tobermory, ‘t»t quite so soon after my 
tea I don't want to die of indigestion * 

‘Cats have nine lues, you know,’ said Sir ^Vilfnd 
heartily 

‘Possibly,’ answered Tobermory, ‘but only one liver.’ 

From The Chrsnicles tf Clovti 

* Suypbu, was the {ather of the *e» god, GUucut. In the under- 
world he me coudemrud to loU a btg tcone up a which always 
before he gut it to the lop lolkd down again 



ON ENGLAND 

STANLEY BALDWIN 

THE ENGLISH COUNTRY 

. . . On an occasion like this I suppose there is no one who 
does not ask himself In his heart and is a little shy of 
expressing it, what it is that England stands for to him, and 
to her. And there comes into my mind a wonder as to 
what England may stand for in die minds of generations 
to come, if our country goes on during the next generation 
as she has done in the last two, in seeing her fields con- 
verted into towns. 

To me, England is the country, and die country is 
England. And when I ask myself what I mean by 
England, when I think of England when I am abroad, 
England comes to me through my various senses — 
through die ear, through the eye, and through certain 
imperishable scents. I will tell you what they are, 
and there may be those among you who feel as I do. 

The sounds of England, the tinkle of the hammer on 
the anvil in the country smithy, the corncrake on a dewy 
morning, the sound of the scythe against the whetstone, 
and the sight of a plough team coming over the brow of a 
hill, the sight that has been seen in England since England 
was a land, and may be seen in England long after the 
Empire has perished and every works in England has 
ceased to function, for centuries the one eternal sight of 

89 
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EngUnd The wid anemoiKs in the woods in Apnl, 
the last load at night of hay being drawn down a lane 
as the twilight comes on, when you can scarcely dis- 
tintuiish the figures of the horses as they take it home to 
the &rtn, and above all, most subtle, most perietrating 
and most mo«ng, the smell of wood smoke aiming up in 
an autumn e\enmg,or die stneli of the scutch fires that 
wood smoke that our ancestors, tens of thousands of years 
agOj must ha\e caught on the atr when they were coming 
home with the result of the day's forage, when they were 
Still nomads, and when they were still roaming the forests 
and the plains of the continent of Europe These things 
Strike down into the \ety depths ©four ruture, and touch 
chords diat go back to the beginmng of time and the 
human race, but they are chords that with every year of 
our life sound 3 deeper note in our innennost being 
These are the things that make England, and I gneve 
for It that they are not the childish inheritance of the 
msjonty of the people today in our country They 
ou^t to be the mhenonce of exery child born into thw 
Country, but nothing can be more touching than to see 
how the working man and woman after generations m 
the towns will haxe their tiny bit of garden if they can, 
go to gardens if they can, to look at something they have 
nexer seen as children, but which their ancestors knew 
and loved The love of these things is innate and 
inherent in our people It makes for that love of home, 
oneofthestrongestfeaturesofour race, andit is that that 
makes our race seek its new home in the Domituons over- 
seas, where they haxe room to see things like this that they 
can no more see at bonte It is that power of making 
homes, almost peculiar to our people, and it is one of the 
sources of their greatness. go overseas, and they 
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take with them what they learned at home; love of justice, 
love of truth, and the broad humanity that are so char- 
acteristic of English people. It may well be that these 
traits on which we pride ourselves, which we hope to show 
and try to show in our own lives, may survive — survive 
among our people so long as they are a people — and I 
hope and believe this, that just as to-day more than 
fifteen centuries since the last of those great Roman 
legionaries left England, we still speak of the Roman 
strengtli, and the Roman work, and the Roman character, 
so perhaps in the ten thousandth century, long after the 
Empires of this world as we know them ha%'e fallen and 
others have risen and fallen, and risen and fallen again, 
the men who are then on this earth may yet speak of those 
characteristics which we prize as the characteristics of 
the English, and that long after, maybe, the name of the 
country has passed away, wherever men are honourable 
and upright and persevering, lovers of home, of their 
brethren, of justice and of humanity, the men in the 
world of that day may say, ‘We still have among us the 
gifts of that great English race.’ 

From On England. 


JOHN GALSWORTHY 

SHEEP-SHEARING 

From early morning there had been bleating of sheep in 
the yard, so that one knew the creatures were being 
sheared, and toward evening I went along to see. Thirty 
or forty naked-looking ghosts of sheep were penned 
against the barn, and perhaps a dozen still inhabiting 
their coats. Into the wool of one of these bulky ewes 
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the farmer’s small, yellow hatred daughter was twisong 
her fist, hustling it toward Fate, though pulled almost 
off her feel by the frightened, stubhom creature, she nerCT 
let go till, with a despainr^ cough, the ewe had passed 
oter the Areshold and was fest in the hands of a shearer 
At the far end of the barn, dose by the doors, I stood a 
minute or two before shifting up to watch the shearing 
Into that dim, beautiful home of age, with its great 
rafters and mellow stone archways, the June surdight 
shone through loopholes and chinks, m thin glamour, 
powdering with its very strangeness the dark cathedraled 
air, where, high up, dur^ a fog of old grey cobwebs so 
thick as e> er were the stalactites of a huge cave At this 
end the scent of sheep and wool and men had not yet 
routed that home essence of the barn, like the »vour of 
acorns and wnhenng beech leaves 

They were sheanng by hand this year, nine of therQ> 
counting the postman, who, though farm bred, ‘did n putt 
much to the sheann but had come to round the sheep 
up and give general aid 

Sitting on the creatures, or with a leg firmly crooked 
oser their heads, each shearer, even the two boys, had an 
air of goingat It in htsown way In their white canvas 
shearing suits they worked very steadily, almost m silence, 
as if drowsed by the *d ck'dip, dick-dip’ of the shears 
And the sheep, but for an occasional wnggle of legs or 
head, bv quiet enough, baling an inborn sense perhaps 
of the fitness of things, even when, once in a way, they 
lost more than wod, glad too, mayhap, to be nd of 
their matted lestments From time to erne the little 
damsel offered each shearer a jug and glass, hut no man 
drank till he had finished his sheep, then he would get 
up, stretch his cramped rousdes, dnnk deep, and almost 
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instantly sit down again on a fresh beast. And always 
there Avas the buzz of flies swarming in the sunlight of the 
open doorway, the dry rustle of the pollarded lime-trees 
in the sharp wind outside, the bleating of some released 
ewe, upset at her own nakedness, the scrape and shuffle of 
heels and sheep’s limbs on the floor, together with the 
dick-clip, click-clip’ of the shears. 

^ As each ewe, finished witli, struggled up, helped by a 
friendly shove, and bolted out dazedly into the pen, I 
could not help wondering what was passing in her head 
■~in the heads of all those unceremoniously treated 
creatures; and, moving nearer to the postman, I said: 
‘They’re really very good, on the whole.’ 

He looked at me, I thought, queerly. 

Yaas,’ he answered; ‘Mr. Mol ton’s the best of tlrem.’ 

I looked askance at Mr. Molton; but, with his knee 
crooked round a young ewe, he was shearing calmly. 

Yes,’ I admitted, ‘he is certainly good.’ 

Yaas,’ replied the postman. 

Edging back into the darkness, away from that uncom- 
prehending youth, I escaped into the air, and passing the 
remains of last year’s stacks under the tall, toppling elms, 
sat down in a field under the bank. It seemed to me that 
I had food for thought. In that little misunderstanding 
between me and the postman was all the essence of the 
difference between that state of civilization in which sheep 
could prompt a sentiment, and that state in which sheep 
Could not. 

The heat from the dropping sun, not fiir now above tlie 
inoorline, struck full into the ferns and long grass of the 
ank where I was sitting, and the midges rioted on me in 
is last Warmth. The wind was barred out, so that one 
nd the full sweetness of the clover, fast becoming hay. 
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over which the 8W2l\ows were wheeling and swooping 
after flies And far up, as it were the crown of Nature’s 
beautiful devouring circle, a buzzard hawk, almost 
smionary on the air, floated, intent on something pleasant 
below him A number of litde hens crept through the 
gate one by one, and came round me It seemed to them 
that I was there to feed them, and they held their neat 
red or yellow heads to one side and the other, inquiring 
with their beady eyes, surprised at my stillness They 
were pretty with their speckled feathers, and as it seemed 
to roe, plump and young, so that I wondered how many 
of them would m time feed me Finding, however, that 
I gave them nothing to eat, they went away, and there 
arose, in place of their duebng, the thin singing of air 
passing through some long lube I knew it for the 
whining of my dog, who had nosed me out, but could not 
get through the padlocked gate And as I lifted him 
over, I was glad the postman could not see me—for I 
felt that to lift a dog over a gate would be against the 
pnncples of one fot whom the connection of sheep vnth 
good behaviour had been too strange a thought And it 
suddenly rushed mto my mwd that the time would no 
doubt come when the conduct of apples, being plucked 
from the mother tree, would inspire us, and we should 
say ‘They rc really very good' And I wondered, 
were those future watchers of apple-gathenng farther 
from me than I, watching the sheep-sheanng, from the 
postman? I thought, too, of the pretty dreams being 
dreamt about the land, and of the people who dreamed 
them. And I looked at diat land, covered with the sweet 
pinkish-green of the clover, and considered how much of 
It, through the medium of sheep, would find i« way into 
rne o enable me to come out here and be eaten by 
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midges, and speculate about things, and conceive the senti- 
ment of how good tile sheep were. And it all seemed 
queer. I thought, too, of a world entirely composed of 
people who could see the sheen rippling on that clover, 
and feel a sort of sweet elation at the scent of it, and I 
wondered how much clover would be sown then? Many 
things I thought of, sitting there, till the sun sank below 
the moorline, the wind died off the clover, and the midges 
slept. Here and there in the iris-coloured sky a star 
crept out; the soft-hooting owls awoke. But still I 
lingered, watching how, one after another, shapes and 
colours died into twilight; and I wondered what the post- 
man thought of twilight, that inconvenient state, when 
things were neither dark nor light; and I wondered what 
the sheep were thinking this first night without their coats. 

F rom The Inn of Tranquillity. 


THOMAS HARDY 

PLANTING THE FIRS 

What he had forgotten was that there were a thousand 
young fir trees to be planted in a neighbouring spot which 
had been cleared by tlie woodcutters, and that he had 
arranged to plant them with his own hands. He had a 
marvellous power of making trees grow. Although he 
would seem to shovel in the earth quite carelessly, tliere 
\vas a sort of sympatlry between himself and the fir, oak, 
or beech that he was operating on; so that the roots took 
hold of the soil in a few days. When, on the other hand, 
any of the journeymen planted, although they seemed to 
go through an identically similar process, one quarter of 
the trees would die away during the ensuing August. 
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Hfnce Wmteibornc found ddighc m the work evTn 
when, as at present, he contracted to do it on portions 
of the woodland in which he had no personal interest 
Marty, who turned her hand to anything, was usually 
the one who performed the part of keeping the trees in 
a perpend cular position wh 1st he threw in the mould 
He accompamed her towards the spot, being inclined 
yet further to proceed with the work by the knowledge 
that the ground was dose to the wayside along which 
Grace must pass on her way from Hmtocfc house 

You ve a cold m the head, Mar^,’ he said as they 
walked. TTiat comes of cutting off your hair ' 

1 suppose It do Yes, I ve three headaches going on 

in my head at the same time ’ 

Three headaches' 

Yes, Mr Wmtetbome a rheumatic headache m my 
poll, a sick headache over my eyes, and a misery headache 
m the middle of tny bra n. However, I came out, for 
1 thought you might be waiting and grumbling like any- 
thing if I was not there. 

The holes were already dug, and they set to work. 
Winteibome s fingers were endowed with a gentle con- 
jurer 8 touch in spread ng the roots of each little tree, 
resulting in a sort of caress under which the delicate 
fibres all laid themselves out in their proper directions 
for growth He put most of these roots towards the 
south west, for, he sad,in forty years time, when some 
great gale is blowing from rfiat tpiarter, the trees will 
require the strongest hdidbst <m that side to stand against 
It and not falL 

How they s gh directly we pm ’em upright, though 
while they ate lying down they don t sigh at all,’ said 
Marty 
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‘Do they?’ said Giles. ‘I’ve never noticed it.’ 

She erected one of the young pines into its hole, and 
held up her finger; the soft musical breathing instantly 
set in, which was not to cease night or day till the grown 
tree should he felled — probably long after the two planters 
had been felled themselves. 

From The TVoodlanders. 


ALICE MEYNELL 

IN JULY 

One has the leisure of July for perceiving all the differ- 
ences of the green of leaves. It is no longer a difference 
in degrees of maturity, for all the trees have darkened 
to their final tone, and stand in their differences of char- 
acter and not of mere date. Almost all the green is 
grave, not sad and not dull. It has a darkened and a 
daily colour, in majestic but not obvious harmony with 
dark gray skies, and might look, to inconstant eyes, as 
prosaic after spring as eleven o’clock looks after the dawn. 

Gravity is the word — not solemnity as towards even- 
ing, nor menace as at night. The daylight trees of July 
are signs of common beauty, common freshness, and a 
mystery familiar and abiding as night and day. In child- 
hood we all have a more exalted sense of dawn and 
summer sunrise than we ever fully retain or quite recover: 
and also a far higher sensibility for April and April even- 
ings — ^a heartache for them, which in riper years is 
gradually and irretrievably consoled. 

Not unbeloved is that serious tree, the elm, with its 
leaf sitting close, unthrilled. Its stature gives it a dark 
gold head when it looks alone to a late sun. But if one 

G 
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couW go by a\l the woods, across all the old forests that 
are now meadowlands set wrth trees, and could vraik a 
county gathering trees of a single fcind in the mind, as 
one walks a garden collecung flowers of a single kind m 
the hand, would not the harvest be a harvest of poplars? 

A veritable passion for poplars is a m«»t imeHigible 
passion The eyes do gather them, far and near, on a 
whole day’s journey Sot one is miperceived, even 
though great timber should be pissed, and hiU-sidcs dense 
and deep with trees The fency makes a poplar day of 
It Immediately the country looks alive with signals, 
for the poplan everywhere reply to the glance The 
woods may be all vinous, but the poplars are separate 

AU their many kinds (and aspens, their km, must be 
counted with them) shake themselves perpetually free of 
the mouonless forest Itiseasyto^therthem Glances 
sene into the far distance pay them a flash of recognition 
of their gentle flashes, and as you journey you are sud- 
denly aware of them dose by Light and the breexes 
ate as quick as the eyes of a poplar lover to find the willing 
tree that dances to be seen 

No lurking for them, no reluctance One could never 
make for oneself an oak day so well The oaks would 
wait to be found, and many would be missed from the 
gathcnrtg But the poplars arc alert enough for a 
traieller by eicpress, Uwy have an alarum aloft, and do 
not sleep From within some little grove of other trees 
a single poplar makes a ^ht sign, or a long row of 
poplars suddenly sweep the wind They arc salient every- 

where, and full of readies They are as fresh as streams 
It is difficult to realixe a drought where there ate many 
poplars And yet their green is not rich, the coolest 
have a colour much minted with a cloud-gray It does 
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but need fresh and simple eyes to recognize their unfaded 
life. When the other trees grow dark and keep still, the 
poplar and the aspen do not darken — or hardly — and the 
deepest summer will not find a day in which they do not 
keep awake. No waters are so vigilant, even where a 
lake is bare to the wind. 

When Keats said of his Dian^ that she fastened up her 
hair ‘with fingers cool as aspen leaves,’ he knew the 
coolest thing in the world. It is a coolness of colour, 
as well as of a leaf which the breeze takes on both sides 
— the greenish and the grayish. The poplar green has 
no glows, no gold; it is an austere colour, as little rich 
as the colour of willows, and less silvery than theirs. The 
sun can hardly gild it; but he can shine between. Poplars 
and aspens let the sun through with the wind. You 
may have the sky sprinkled through them in high mid- 
summer, when all the woods are close. 

Sending your fancy poplar-gathering, then, you ensnare 
wild trees, flying with life. No fisher’s net ever took 
such glancing fishes, nor did the net of a constellation’s 
shape ever enclose more vibrating Pleiades. 

From Essays. 


V. SACKVILLE-WEST 

A HOUSE IN KENT 

The house was partly built of lath and plaster and partly 
of that gray stone called Kentish rag, which must have 
been, I used to reflect with satisfaction, hewn out of the 
very land on which the house was set. I remember how 
the thought pleased me, that no exotic importation had 
^ Diana, the Goddess. See Keats’ Endymion. 
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gone to ihe mabng of dvat En^idi, English whole No 
hnllant colour in that dun monochrome, saic one, of 
which 1 will tell you presently lU>e patience, for the 
leisure of those days comes stealing once more cner nvt, 
when haste was a stranger, and men took upon them the 
unhurrying calm of their beasts 

After the fashion of such homes, the house stood back 
from a narrow lane, a low stone wall formed a kind of 
forecourt, which was filled with flowers, and a flagged 
path hotdeied with latendet lay stretched from the Uttle 
swing gate to the door The steps were rounded with 
the constant passing of many feet The«\cs were wide, 
and in them the martins nested year after year, the steep 
tiled roofs, red-brown with age, and golJ-spatiercd with 
stoneCTOps, rose sharply up to the chimney-stacks. Vou 
hate seen it all a hundred times Do you know how 
such houses crouch down into their hollow! So near, 
so near to the warm earth Earth’ there’s nothing like 
It, lying on it, being close to it, smellmg it, and smelhng 
all Ae country smells as well, not honeysuckle and roses, 
but the dean, aend smell of animals, horses, di^s, and 
cattle, and the smell of ripe fruit, and of cut hay 

And there’s something of the Noah’s Ark about a 
farm, there’s Mr Noah, Mrs Noah, and Shem, Ham, 
and Japhet, and the animals, because there's nothing m 
the world more like the fbniliar wooden figures of our 
childhood than the domestic animals. If you had ne\er 
seen a cow before, gaunt and unwieldy, what a prepos- 
terous beast you would thmk it Also a sheep— the 
living sheep is, if anything, even mote like the woolly 
toy than the woolly is like the living sheep And 
they all fit m so natly, so warmly, just like the Nenh’s 
Ark. However, I won’t labour the point . 
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This house of which I am telling you was nearer to 
the earth than most; it had, in fact, subsided right down 
into it, sinking from north to south with the settling 
of the clay, and the resultant appearance of established 
comfort was greater than I can describe to you. The 
irregularity of the building was the more apparent by 
reason of the oak beams, which should have been hori- 
zontal, but which actually sloped at a considerable angle. 
I found, after I had lived there no more than a couple 
of days, that one adopted this arcliitectural irregularity 
into one’s scheme of life; the furniture was propped up 
by blocks of wood on the south side, and I learnt not to 
drop round objects on to my floor, knowing that if I did 
so they would roll speedily out of reach. For the same 
reason, all the children of the house, in this generation 
as no doubt in manygenerationspast, had made their first 
uncertain steps out in the garden before they climbed the 
hill or toppled down the incline of their mother’s room. 

I paused, on the evening of my arrival, before my 
future home. I said to myself, here I shall live for one, 
two, three, possibly four years; how familiar will be that 
unfamiliar gate; I arrive with curiosity, I shall leave, I 
hope, with regret. And I foresaw myself leaving, and 
my eyes travelling yearningly over the house and the 
little garden, which in a moment the bend of the lane 
would hide from me for ever. I say for ever, for I 
would not court the disillusion of returning to a once 
happy home. Then, as my eyes began to sting with the 
prophetic sorrow of departure, I remembered that my 
one, two, three, or possibly four, years were before and 
not behind me; so, amused at my own sensibility, I pushed 
open the swing-gate and went in. 


From Heritage. 
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VIRGINIA WOOLF 

ORLAVDO BESEATH THE OAK TREK 
He was careful to avoid meeting anyone There was 
Stuhhs, the gardener, coming along the path He hid 
behind a tree till he had passed He let himself out at 
a little gate m the garden wall He sVirted all stables, 
kennels, brewenes, carpenters’ shops, wash-houses, places 
where they make tallow candles, kiU oxen, forge horse- 
shoes, stitch jeikina— for the house was a town rtngmg 
with men at work at their vanous crafts — and gained 
the ferny path leading uphiU through the park unseen 
There is perhaps a kinship among qualities, one draws 
another along with it, and the biographer should here 
call attention to the fact that this dumsmess is often 
nuted with a love of solitude. Having stumbled over a 
chest, Orlando tuturally loved solitary places, >‘a5t views, 
and to feel himself for ever and ever and ever alone. 

So, after a long silence, ‘I am done,’ he breathed at 
last, opening his lips for the fitst time in thw record He 
had walked very quickly uphill through ferns and haw- 
thorn bu^es, statding deer and wild bird*, to a place 
crowned by a single oat tree It was very high, so high 
indeed that nineteen Englnh counties could be seen 
beneath, and on dear dap thirty or perhaps forty, if the 
weather was very fine Sometimes one could see the 
En^ish Channd, wave reiterating upon wave. Rivets 
could be seen and pleasure boats gliding on them, and 
galleons setting out to sea, and armadi with pu& of 
smoke from which came the didl thud of cannon finngj 
and forts on the coast, and casdes among the meadows, 
and here a watch tower, and there a fortress, and again 
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some vast mansion like that of Orlando’s father, massed 
like a town in the valley circled by walls. To the east 
there were the spires of London and the smoke of the 
city; and perhaps on the very sky-line, when the wind 
was in the right quarter, the craggy top and serrated edges 
of Snowdon herself showed mountainous among the 
clouds. For a moment Orlando stood counting, gazing, 
recognizing. That was his father’s house; that his 
unde’s. His aunt owned these three great turrets among 
the trees there. The heath was theirs and the forest; the 
pheasant and the deer, the fox, the badger, and the butterfly. 

He sighed profoundly, and flung himself — there was 
a passion in his movements which deserves the word — 
on the earth at the foot of the oak tree. He loved, 
beneath all this summer transiency, to feel the earth’s 
spine beneath him; for such he took tlie hard root of the 
oak tree to be; or, for image followed image, it was the 
back of a great horse that he was riding; or the deck of 
a tumbling ship — it was anything indeed, so long as it 
was hard, for he felt the need of something which he 
could attach his floating heart to; the heart that tugged 
at his side; the heart that seemed filled with spiced and 
amorous gales every evening about this time when he 
walked out. To the oak tree he tied it and, as he lay 
there, gradually the flutter in and about him stilled itself; 
the little leaves hung; the deer stopped; the pale summer 
clouds stayed; his limbs grew heavy on the ground; and 
he lay so still that by degrees the deer stepped nearer and 
the rooks wheeled round him and the swallows dipped 
and circled and the dragon-flies shot past, as if all the 
fertility and amorous activity of a summer’s evening were 
woven web-like about his body. 


From Orlando, 
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A SREAM LONDON 

In the middle, there, of that great cU pocal Piazia at the 
eastern end of the new Cwy, stands, four-square, the Royal 
Exchange Pierced only with st^l dark windo«‘s, 
bu U of rough ashlars of the s Kery Portland stone, the 
ground floor serves as a massy foundation for the huge 
p lasters that si de up, between base and capital, past three 
tiers of pediment^ windows Upon them rest the 
comice, the attic and the balustrade, and on every p ef 
of the balustrade a statue holds up ns symbol against the 
sky Four great portals, nch in allegory, admit to the 
courtyard with its double tier of coupled columns, m 
dowterand Its gallery Thestaiueof Charles the Martyr 
rides triumphantly in the m dst, and wnhin the windows 
one guesses the great rooms, ndi wiih heavy garlands of 
plaster, panelled with orved wood 

Ten streets p vc on to the Piazza, and at either end of its 
ell psethe water of sumptuous fountains ceaselessly blows 
aloft and falls Commerce, in diat to the north of the 
Exchange, holds up her cornucopia, and from the midst 
of Its grapes and apples die master jet leaps up> from the 
teats of all the ten useful Arts, grouped with their 
sjTTibols about the central figure, there spouts a score of 
fine subsidiary streams The ddphins, the sea horses and 
104 
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the Tritons sport in the basin below. To the south, tlie 
ten principal cities of the Kingdom stand in a family 
round the Mother London, who pours from her urn an 
inexhaustible Thames. 

Ranged round the Piazza are the Goldsmiths’ Hall, 
the Office of Excise, the Mint, the Post Office. Their 
flanks are curved to the curve of the ellipse. Betw'een 
pilasters their windows look out on to the Exchange, 
and the sister statues on the balustrades beckon to one 
another across the intervening space. 

Two master roads of ninety feet from wall to wall run 
westwards from the Exchange. New Gate ends the 
more northern vista with an Arch of Triumph, whose 
three openings are deep, shadowy and solemn as the 
entries of caverns. The Guildhall and the halls of the 
twelve City Companies in their livery of rose-red brick, 
with their lacings of white stone at the coigns and round 
the windows, lend to the street an air of domestic and 
comfortable splendour. And every two or three hundred 
paces the line of the houses is broken, and in the indenta- 
tion of a square recess there rises, conspicuous and insular, 
the fantastic tower of a parish church. Spire out of 
dome; octagon on octagon diminishing upwards; cylinder 
on cylinder; round lanterns, lanterns of many sides; towers 
with airy pinnacles; clusters of pillars linked by incurving 
cornices, and above them, four more clusters, and above 
once more; square towers pierced with pointed windows; 
spires uplifted on flying buttresses; spires bulbous at the 
base — the multitude of them beckons, familiar and 
friendly, on the sky. From the other shore, or sliding 
along the quiet river, you see them all, you tell over their 
names; and the great dome swells up in the midst over- 
topping them all. 
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The dome of St Paul’*. 

The other master street that goes westward 
Pjazaa of the Exchange slants dow n towards «t Tn® 
houses are of bnck, pUin-^ccd and square, arcaded at 
the base, so that the shops stand back from the street ana 
the pedestnan walks dry-shod under the hannotuous 
succession of the vaultings. And there at the end o 
the street, at the base of a tnangular space formed by 
the coming together of this with another master street 
that runs eastward* to Tower Hill, there stands the 
Cathedral To the north of it is the Deanery and under 
the arcades are the booksellers* shops 

From St Paul’s the main road slopes down under the 
swaggenng Icalianate arches of Ludgate, post the wide 
lime-pUnted boulevards that run north and south vnlhij* 
and without the city wall, to the edge of the Fleet 
—widened now into a noble canal, on whose paved ban» 
the barges unload their freights of country stuff— le*P* 
ic on a single flying arch to dimb again to s round circus, 
a little to the east of Temple Bar, from which, inapxi^ 
of diagonally supenmposed crosses, eight road, radial 
three northwards towards Holboin, three from the 
opposite arc towards the nver, one eastward to the Citf» 
and one past Lincedn’s Inn Fields to the west. *Fhe 
Piaaza is all of bnck and the houses that compose it are 
conunuous above the ground-floor level, for the roads 
lead out under archways To one who stands in ih® 
centre at the foot of the obdisk that commemorates the 
> ictory over the Dutch, « seems a smooth well of 
work pierced by eight arched conduiK at the base ar^ 
diversified above by the three tiers of plain unomamented 
windows 

Who shall describe all die fountains m the open place®, 
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all the statues and monuments? In the circus north of 
London Bridge, where the four roads come together, 
stands a pyramid of nymphs and Tritons 
of Polyolbion, sea-gods of the island beaches— bathing _m 
a ceaseless tumble of white water. And here t te ci y 
griffon spouts from his beak, the royal lion from etween 
its jaws. St. George at the foot of the Cathe ra ri es 
down a dragon whose nostrils spout, not 
dear water of the New River. In front of t e n la 
House, four elephants of black marble, endorsed with 
towers of white, blow through their upturned trun 's t e 
copious symbol of Eastern wealth. In the gar ens o 
the Tower sits Charles the Second, enthroned ar^ng a 
troop of Muses, Cardinal Virtues, Graces and Hours. 
The tower of the Custom House is a pharos. 
water-gate, the symbol of naval triumph, spans t e ee 
at its junction with the Thames. The river is embankea 
from Blackfriars to the Tower, and at every twenty paces 
a grave stone angel looks out from the piers of the balus- 
trade across the water. ... . 

From Hay. 
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THE REAL LONDON 

The face of every town has its delicious differentnes 
What urban countenance is so amusingly emure 
that of Stratford-on-Avon, with its set air of contained 
geniality, animated leisure, ordered complacency, every- 
^irig widi a note of reference in it to Ae aun 
Bard? For warmth give me red Knutsfor . it g o 
hke a firelit room full of old masters in heavy gi t ram , 



MODZKM PI103Z 


toS 

Its mellow settled habitaWeiwss the sum of all that meti 
and women neither poor not very rich could think of, 
m about nine hundrrf ynn, to make their town good 
to live m Even Pcnnih, the windy httle town of tern* 
perance inns, where trams take breath for a minute on 
their way to Scotland, and the cramped steep streets arc 
full on Tuesday mornings of shambling, plunging cows 
and of tall blue-eyed men with lean reddish-brown faces 
— Penrith has a braced, hardy lot k of its own 

But of all ones, London, after all, is surely the finest 
to look at You find it out if jou haie hied there in 
your youth, and then been long away, but sometimes 
revisit the place. You see it then with cffecnially opened 
eyes, as the man who has long been in some tropical wild 
sees rural England revealed while his tram comes up from 
Plymouth through two hundred miles of trimmed, fenced 
piden, half miraculous, half laughable and wholly endear- 
ing Fleet Street when the lamps are being lit on a clear 
evening, Southwark, its ramshackle wharves and mud 
foreshores, seen from Waterloo Bndge at five o'clock on 
a sunny June morning, the eighteenth-century bank of 
the fiver loobng across to ns nineteenth-century bank, 
the Temple s enclaves of peace where, the roar of the 
Strand comes so softened, you hear the lowest chirp of 
a sparrow, twenty yards away, planted clear and edgy, 
like a little foreground %urc, on that dim background 
of sound, the hberal arc of a mighty circle of buildings 
massed above the Embankment, drawn upon the dark- 
ness m dotted lines of light, as a night tram brings jou 
in to Channg Cross, the long line of big ships dropping 
noiselesdy down the dent nver, past Greenwich and 
Grays, on the ebb of a tmdnight high ude — O, there are 
endless courses to this feast. 



C. E. MONTAGUE 


109 

And it changes incessantly. Westminster Hall and 
the Abbey may give you a faint illusion of permanence, 
just as the Matterhorn does, though it is falling down 
into tlie valleys all day. But quit your London for some 
thirty years and then come back and look. Wych Street, 
unwidened since the Plague, has disappeared; Clare 
Market is gone, so is New Inn; the island church west 
of old Temple Bar is islanded now with a vengeance, 
right out in mid-stream, with the buses flowing all round 
it — it that used, like a Thames ait, to hug the northern 
bank, with only a small back-water of roadway between; 
a little farther west along the Strand there has vanished 
that curious old constriction of a London artery, the 
pinched gut where the thud of the East-and-West traffic 
used to fall almost silent as all the horses slowed down to 
walk through the strait. And where is the old Globe 
Theatre, with its redolent name? And the Olympic, 
whose plaster and brick must surely have been all a-tingle 
with the quaint ingenuous tushery of ‘strong’ Victorian 
drama, as old fiddles are with all the melody ever made 
on them? And, then the catacombish Opdra Comique, 
into which your youthful feet would descend as into a 
mine, leaving behind the blessed light of day? What, 
‘all my pretty ones’? Yea, and the old Strand Theatre 
too, on, the south of the Strand, where ‘Our Boys’ reigned 
in glory. 

Yet it is all perfectly right. Let everything — -almost 
everything — change with a will, in any city that you love. 
People gush and moan too much about the loss of ancient 
buildings of no special note — ‘landmarks’ and ‘links with 
the past.’ In towns, as in human bodies, the only state 
of health is one of rapid wasting and repair. Wych 
Street, Clare Market, New Inn — ^they matter about as 



110 


MODE^H PEOSE 


much as so many halts or die tips of so many nails of 
some beloved pctson. The time for misgiving isouW 
come if the architectural tissues of London ever ceased 
to be swiftly dissolved and renewed SVoc unto her only 
when, like Ravenna or Venice, she burin no longer her 
architectural dead but keeps their bodies about her till 
they and she all mortify it^ether into one great cuno of 
petnfaction, like some anu<)uc mummy, a prodigy of 
embalmment kingsway, Aldwych and all the demoli- 
tions that made way for them were saluury Signs of 
molecular activity in London's body The Old Bailey 
was no bitter loss, Oier Chnst s Hospital itself the wne 
lover of London soon wiped avray his tears In the 
great ages of art, buildings have not been regarded as if 
immortality were their due It is but an invalidish 
modem notion that any house which is handsome or ha* 
had an illustnout tenant ought to bo coddled into the 
preternatural old age which the Struldbrugs of Gulliver 
found to be so disappointing Cities whose health w 
robust are never content to live, as it were, on their 
funded capital of achievement in building or anything 
else, they push on they think more of building well now 
than of not pulht^ down And no cities are so ccatu^ly 
beautiful as those in which architecture is still alive and 
at work, as it is in Lortdori to-day Their faces are both 
ancient and young, without disharmony, for all good 
work, of any time or kind, can live at peace with the 
rest The old looks and the young looks play a chequer- 
work over such faces) it may be as pleasant as any that 
patches of light and ^ladow make on the side of a hiU 
on days of sunshine and blown cloud 

From The Right Place 
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G. K. CHESTERTON 

LONDON INCONSEQUENCES 

A LITTLE while ago I fell out of England into the town 
of Paris. If a man fell out of the moon into the town 
of Paris he would know that it was the capital of a great 
nation. If, however, he fell (perhaps off some other side 
of the moon) so as to hit the city of London, he would 
not know so well that it was the capital of a great nation; 
at any rate, he would not know that the nation was so 
great as it is. This would be so even on the assumption 
that the man from the moon could not read our alphabet, 
as presumably he could not, unless elementary education 
in that planet has gone to rather unsuspected lengths. 
But it is true that a great part of the distinctive quality 
which separates Paris from London may be even seen in 
the names. Real democrats always insist that England 
IS an aristocratic country. Real aristocrats always insist 
(for some mysterious reason) tlrat it is a democratic 
country. But if any one has any real doubt about the 
matter, let him consider simply the names of the streets. 
Nearly all the streets out of the Strand, for instance, are 
named after the first name, second name, third name, 
fourtlr, fifth, and sixth names of some particular noble 
family; after their relations, connections, or places of 
residence — Arundel Street, Norfolk Street, Villiers Street, 
Bedford Street, Southampton Street, and any number of 
others. The names are varied, so as to introduce the 
same family under all sorts of different surnames. Thus 
we have Arundel Street and also Norfolk Street; thus we 
have Buckingham Street and also Villiers Street. To 
say that this is not aristocracy is simply intellectual 
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jrapudence I am an oidinaiy atiaen, and my name is 
Gilbert Keith Chesterton, and I confess that if I found 
three streets m a row in the Stnnd, die first called Gilbert 
Street, the second Keith Street, and the third Chesterton 
Street, I should consider that I had become a somewhat 
more important person in the commonwealth than was 
altogether good for its health If Frenchmen ran 
London (which God fotbidt), they would thinW it quite 
as ludicrous that those streets should be named after the 
Duke of Buckingham as that they should be ruroed after 
me They are streets out of one of the mam thorough* 
fares of London If French methods were adopted, one 
of them would be called Shakspere Street, another 
Cromwell Street, another Wordsworth Street, there 
would be statues of each of these persons at the end of 
each of these streets, and any streets left over would be 
named after the date on which the Reform Bill was 
passed or the Penny Postage established 
Suppose a man tried to find people in London by the 
names of the place* It would nuke a fine farce, illu^ 
trating our illogicality Our hero, hasing once realized 
that Buckm^am Street was named after the Buckingham 
faai ly, would naturally walk into Buckingham Palace 
in search of the Duke of Buckingham To his astonish- 
ment he would meet somebody quite different Hia 
simple lunar logic would lead him to suppose that if he 
wanted the Duke of Marlborough (which seems unlikely) 
he would find him at Marlborough House He would 
find the Prince of Wales. When at last he undentood 
that the Marlboroughs Ineat Blenheim, named after the 
great Marlborough s victory, he would, no doubt, go 
there But he would ^^n find himself in error if, 
acting upon this pimerpJe, he tned to find the Duke of 
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Wellington, and told the cabman to drive to Waterloo. 
I wonder that no one has written a wild romance about 
the adventures of such an alien, seeking tlte great English 
aristocrats, and only guided by the namesj looking for the 
Duke of Bedford in the town of tliat name, seeking for 
some trace of the Duke of Norfolk in Norfolk. He 
might sail for Wellington in New Zealand to find the 
ancient seat of the Wellingtons. The last scene might 
show him trying to learn Welsh in order to converse 
with the Prince of Wales. 

But even if the imaginary traveller knew no alphabet 
of this earth at all, I think it would still be possible to 
suppose him seeing a difference between London and Paris, 
and, upon the whole, the real difference. He would not 
be able to read the words ‘Quai Voltaire’’^; but he would 
see the sneering statue and the hard, straight roads; with- 
out having heard of Voltaire he would understand that 
the city was Voltairean. He would not know that Fleet 
Street was named after the Fleet Prison. But the same 
national spirit which kept the Fleet Prison closed and 
narrow still keeps Fleet Street closed and narrow. Or, 
if you will, you may call Fleet Street cosy, and the Fleet 
Prison cosy. I think I could be more comfortable in 
the Fleet Prison, in an English way of comfort, than 
just under the statue of Voltaire. I think that the man 
from the moon would know France without knowing 
French; I think that he would know England without 
having heard the word. For in the last resort all men 
talk by signs. To talk by statues is to talk by signs; to 
talk by cities is to talk by signs. Pillars, palaces, cathe- 
drals, temples, pyramids, are an enormous dumb alphabet: 

if some giant held up his fingers of stone. The most 
t Francois Voltaire (1694-1778), French philosopher, 

H 
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^ V 1 an- always Said by signs, 

important things at the l^t a ^gn, ,n heaven 

if, like the Cross on St ^if^cver undcr- 

If men do not understand signs, they 
sund words Considerii 
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j„„ f„, ote H. ouEta » " „d » 

Lnch^n. fo, h« ^ „ ,p. 

,„d, ^ r™ Loto do M»t «f 
to take our London for grant^ ^ 

from home to the office and the dub* 

Street and F.ecaddl; and Ludpte Hdl and K 
and the Bank, and the teat we leave »"««»«? o^^ 
map, to be eJtptored some da, when we have nm 
m the vem I speak as » Lon- 

tdventntoui sp.no, 1 know, who have Uce- 

don and lot whom those astonnhiog *,„b 

iwmes on the front of the omn.buses mean so 
For m, pair, I think the, ate mistaken » „,er, 

W to keep up, so fa, as one m.,. the 
as regards the place we live m. Thete ate 
■buses-'Kagsetston; for usance, ,nd 

which give me the lomanfc thnll of the un ^ 
as I wish to keep this ommpaired, ' " ij,„th, 

visit the place, named If I did. I should know the tm 

and few of us can beat than n„„t itisadiffetent 

Of course if you aie wnonga guide-book it 
* French nordist, b >tS* 
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matter. There are certain advantages in seeing the 
places you describe. And yet fictitious topography has 
its charm, especially when judiciously blended with the 
real thing. Miss Austen ^ mentions Richmond and Box 
Hill, but you will search the map in vain for Highbury.® 
Precisely where in Northamptonshire is Mansfield Park?® 
How many miles beyond Bromley and in which quarter 
of the compass are Hunsford Rectory and Rosings?® 
That is where we stay-at-homes have the best of it. 
London is for us the place where the real and the unreal 
co-exist, for any part of it which is a mere name on the 
map for you might just as well be fictitious. The 
imagination can roam free in it; all sorts of romantic 
novels may happen in it, whereas novels about the places 
you actually know must be scrupulously realistic. 

And when the stay-at-home does walk abroad, what 
delicious surprises are in store for him! He has read 
in his ‘Tancred’ ® about the place where the French 
cooks live; he follotvs the given dues and discovers 
Shepherd’s Market, though the French cooks seem to 
have departed. Shepherd’s Market, in the heart of old 
Mayfair, is one of the oddest incongruities in London. 
It is a little self-conscious nowadays, perhaps, and has the 
air of a slum nicely tidied up for inspection, a ‘show’ 
place; just as there are certain old hostelries in London 
which pride themselves (and charge extra) on account of 
their sanded floors and two-pronged forks. Hard by 
Shepherd’s Market there is a pub with the delightful sign 
of ‘The Running Footman.’ I mention this, not out of 
consideration for the thirsty, but to show the rare Queen 
Anne traditions of the spot. 

^ Jane Austen (i77S-t8i7)j author of Fride and Prgudice, etc. 

“ All fictitious places mentioned in Jane Austen’s books. 

® A novel by Benjamin Disraeli, Earl of Beaconsfield (1804-1881). 
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Or you go down Betlcdey Street and decide, 
fint time m many years, so languid has hitherto been 
your cunosity, to penetrate the sunken passage on the 
confines of Lansdownc House, which you va^e y 
remember described in one of T roUope* s * no> els Here 
again is a surpnse— for the habitual stay at-hotnc, not, of 
course, for the people who go down that passage eserf 
day You find it leads, sooner or later, to Curton Street, 
where you emerge again into the real world , but what a 
queer, uncarmy place the passage itself jsl The walls of 
Chester or the spires of Chartres are not more romantic. 

It is one of the mystenes of London Johnson * **7* 
of Pope’s * Grotto at Twickenham (I quote from aiemoty, 
and won’t swear toevery word), ‘Where necessity enforced 
a pasaage, imagination created a grotto ’ 1 don’t know 
whether necessity enforced this passage between B«kelcf 
Street and Carton Street, but your imagination can 
create anything out of u vou please That is, if 
arc a true $tay>at home, who have put off ejcploring the 
passage until what some people (not psychologists) are 
fond of calling the psychological moment. 

Perhaps the greatest surprise of all for the stay-at-home 
IS the magic transfonnation which has come over some 
distnct of London all ‘unbeknown’ to him, while aU 
these years he has never had, or sought, occasion to 

it. There IS Chelsea nierume 'Chelsea,’ until a few 

dap ago, su^ested to me the dusty, dismal ruins of what 
were once Creaiome Gardens, a side street or two out or 
Mr Arnold Bennett’s novels, and a wilderness of small, 

r Amhony Trollope anlior of BartkesUr rffwwr* 

etc 

*Tbe£uaoDaIIr Sundy^mroa (i70^t7S4} 

• Akxasder Pope (i(tS-(744), the poet. 
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rather smug houses. The wand of the late Mr. Willett 
(I am told) touched it, and converted it into a region of 
palatial ‘Mansions.’ It must be the paradise of house- 
agents. I suppose if one went further afield, one would 
find similar changes all over London. Kensington and 
Campden Hill, where the houses as a rule were small 
and snug (as distinguished from smug), have, notably, 
undergone the transformation of Chelsea. The demoli- 
tion of Nash’s Regent Street one had seen, of course, 
with one’s own eyesj but one never suspected the new 
London that had arisen further west and south-west, 
while one was living, in blissful unconsciousness elsewhere. 
When asked for his address the Mulligan^ grandly replied, 
‘I live over there,’ sweeping his arm over the prospect 
of what was then genetically known as the ‘West End.’ 

I should like to see the Mulligan’s face if he could be 
brought back to-day to his ‘over there.’ 

Nos et mutamur." The tag is, for once, reassuring. 
If one went back to the old London tliat one knew, it 
would be with a changed heart and, I daresay, a sense of 
discomfort. Nevertheless, I like to think that there are 
still nooks and corners where the drab, dowdy, but cosy 
little houses ofone’s youth still survive. Orarethey mere 
dream-fancies, a part of that fictitious topography with 
which the novels of Miss Austen enchant us? 

F rom Still snore Prejudice. 

^ A cliaracter in Thackeray’s Irish Sketch Bool. 

2 Wc, too, are changed. 
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E V LUCAS 

BOW CHVECH AHD SIR CHRISTOPHER 

WREM 

Bow Church, or, to gi»c its true tume, St Mary*!e- 
Bow, IS the glory of Chcapside, although probably a 
pUbisate ^ of children would award that honour to Nit 
Bennett’s giants * The second part of its name comes 
from the arches or bows on which the first church was 
built, soil in perfect preservation m the crypt, and the 
Court of Arches, our highest ecclesiastical tribunal, 
which in early days held its sittings here, derives its 8^1« 
frotti the same circumstance:. 

This crypt, which is of perpetual interest to antiquarte*! 
offen the opportunity of shedding ten centuries m »* 
many moments OnehaabuttoleavethebustleofChea?* 
tide, with Its motor horns and modernity, and descend * 
few steps, and one is not only m perfect stillness but 
surrounded by massive masoniy of immense age, eked out 
here and there by Roman Dies Only half of the crypt is 
shown, the other half, sealed up, contains hundreds of 
coffins On a shelf js a headstone of Wren’s brought 
from All Hallows — very hJce Mr Chesterton 

Bow Church Itself IS Just aspaaous square room. 1® 
special attractions are the crypt, the famous bell whose 
firm atutude of ignorance is so familiar to all children 
who have ever played that most thrilling of games ‘O rang« 
and Lemons’ (‘ “I do ji« know,” says the great bell of 
•Vote. 

* Two gigintJC figorei frf Gog »ji4 Magog, the London 
winch itrnck the clmnc* of a clock above ihop of Sir 
Betmett Ltd., a famoti* <nn of ciocfanakrrs. Clock and gi*®** 
hate unee been remorsdtoMr HenryFordamusenm inAnienca 
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Bow’); and the gold dragon on the top of the spire which 
to anyone in Cheapside caring to look up tells where the 
wind is. Londoners once never looked up, but the 
activities of Count Zeppelin have given our necks a new 
lissomness, and, at any rate after dark, we now look up 
with great frequency.^ 

According to the picture postcard which the Bow 
verger induced me to purchase, this dragon is two hundred 
and twenty-one feet, six inches, above the pavement. 
Furthermore, it is eight feet, ten inches, long, and the 
crosses under its wings represent the crest of the city. 
The great bell of Bow, according td a similar source 
of information which cost me another penny, weighs 
fifty-three hundredweights and twenty-two pounds. It 
Whittington heard — some say on 
Highgate Hill and others in Bunhill Fields — ^but a 
successor. The Great Fire destroyed the ancient peal, 
uta new one of twelve now rings out merrily enough on 
practice nights. . . . 

It is upon the burned church’s bows or arches, in the 
Christopher Wren “ based the present 
ui mg, after the Fire of London; and when all the 
ortunate conjunctions of history come to be enumerated, 
sure y t e one which provided that that great man should 
een here, all ready with his plans, before the ashes 
vere co , must rank among the first. For without 
'^ ren what_ would the City be? Leaving St. Paul’s 
"T ^ indebted to Wren for more than fifty 

urc es, each with some peculiar charm. The sequence 
exact, first the Plague; then the Fire, which cleansed 

War bitten during the time of the air-raids in the Great 

he famous architect (1632-1723) who rebuilt St. Paul’s. 
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the eenn-ndden rookeries and made London 
again, and then Sir Chnstophcr Wren, who huiU me 
City anew He built much beside the churches, 
the churches are his peculiar glory and greatest monu 
ment , 

To know hii churdicaiminutcly one must visit the » 

but to get in a motnent some idea of what he did to 
London beauuful as a whole, one must ascend this 
Church spire, or the dome of St Paul’s, or the Monument 
or, better still-^for each of these eminences was design 
by Wren himself, and therefore they are too much m « 
piece, so to speak — bettersliUjSondononeof the western 
Thames bridges on a fine clear afternoon when the sun 
IS at one’s back AH London’s bridges are cxcell^''* 
places from which to see London’s spires, but Mungef' 
ford Bndge is perhaps the best, and Waterloo Bridge n^» 
a$ they are central and the river towards the City ba> 
a Curve In this survey St. Paul’s always dominates, 
but there are other spires that give the eye an equal of 
greater pleasure From both these bridges, St ®tide s» 
with m gillents springing to heaven, is very notab ®, 
and also the octagonal <^n-wotk tower of St. Dunstan^ 
in-the-West, whereas from London Bndge it »* tne 
soanng solidity of St Magnus the Manyrandiheddico^* 
flying spire of St Dumun’s-in-thc-East that most 

delight All are Wren’s save St Dunstan’s-m-the-West, 

which IS only of the last century 

Standing ^us, with all the Cur prospect spread out, on® 
realizes the purpose and glory of Wren. Like t e 
beneficent forester who plants for postenty, so did W ren 
build for us, Of, if you hire, plant for us, these gleaminS 
spires being his lovely trees. 

From iondan JSeMfirrd 
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A. H. SIDGWICK 

WALKING IN LONDON 

It may be asked whether town-walking is worth doing 
at all. Many people would say that it is not, and as 
regards the great majority of towns I should agree with 
themj the only thing to be done with such towns is to 
walk away from them as quickly as possible, and to achieve 
this it is pardonable to undergo the degradation of bicycling 
or even being driven in a vehicle. But there is one 
exception, and that is London. London walking is a 
quite distinct and peculiar thing, utterly unlike any other 
town-walking. It is a unique branch of walking in 
general and solitary walking in particular; for all the 
circumstances which make town-walking solitary apply 
ten-thousandfold in London. But if you accept this 
condition, and walk London alone, you will find a very 
curious thing, namely, that in this biggest and most 
monstrous of all towns you approach most nearly to 
pure rusticity. The strictly physical conditions, dirt, 
noise, smell, constriction of outlook, multiplicity of 
people, are as bad or worse in London than other towns; 
but in certain other points, by no means unimportant to a 
walker, the end of the series is like the beginning, tlie 
infinite is like the infinitesimal. What was possible on 
the South Downs, difficult in Cheltenham, and unthink- 
able in Liverpool, becomes possible again in London. 

It all springs from one simple fact; tliere are so many 
people in London that they do not notice each other. 
If the Londoner paid the slightest attention to his neigh- 
bour he would go mad in a fortnight. It is phj'sically 
impossible for him to notice every one he sees; conse- 
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the germ ndden rookenes and nude London h^thy 
aeam and then Sir Christopher Wren, who bui ^ * 

City anew He built much beside the churches, ut 
the churches are his peculiar gloiy and greatest monu- 
ment. 

To know his churches inoma^jr one must visit 
but to get m a moment Some idea of what he did totwke 
London beautiful as a whole, one must ascend this Bo^ 

Church Spire, or the domeof St Paul s,or thcMonumei^ 

or, better still — for each of these eminences svas design 
by W ren himself, and therefore they are too much m ® 
piece, so to speak — ^better sQll,stand on one of the western 
Thames bndges on a fine clear afternoon when the sun 
IS at ones back. All London’s bndges are excellent 
pUc*s from which to see London’s spires, but Hunger* 
ford Bridge is perhaps the best, and Waterloo Bridge 
as they are central and the riser towards the City h9» 
a curve In this survey St Paul’s alwa)^ dominate** 
but there ate other 'pites that give the eye an 
greater pleasure From both these bridges, St 
with ra galleries springing to heaven, is very notable, 
and also the octagonal open-work tower of St. Dunsiin^ 
in ihc-^Sest, whereas from London Bndge it i* 
scanng solidity of St. Magnus the Martyr and the delicate 
dying spire of St, Dunstan’s-m-the-East that mc^t 
delight AH are Wren’ssaveSt Dunstan’s-in the-'^est, 
which K only of the last century 

Stand flg thus, with all the &ir prospect spread out, one 
realizes the purpose and ^ory of W ren Like the 
beneficent forester who plants for postenty, so did Wren 
build for us, or, if you like, plant for us, these gleaming 
spires being ha lovely trees 

From Lmdm Rnisii'd 
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WALKING IN LONDON 

It may be asked whether town-walking is worth doing 
at all. Many people would say that it is not, an as 
regards the great majority of towns I should agree wi 
them; the only thing to be done with such towns is to 
walk away from them as quickly as possible, and to achieve 
this it is pardonable to undergo the degradation of icyc mg 
or even being driven in a vehicle. But there is one 
exception, and that is London. London walking is a 
quite distinct and peculiar thing, utterly unlike any ot er 
town-walking. It is a unique branch of walking in 
general and solitary walking in particular: for al t e 
circumstances which make town- walking solitary app y 
ten-thousandfold in London. But if you accept t is 
condition, and walk London alone, you will find a very 
curious thing, namely, that in this biggest and most 
monstrous of all towns you approach most near y to 
pure rusticity. The strictly physical conditions, dirt, 
noise, smell, constriction of outlook, multiplicity o 
people, are as bad or worse in London than other towns, 
but in certain other points, by no means unimportant to a 
walker, the end of the series is like the beginnirig, t e 
infinite is like the infinitesimal. What was possible on 
the South Downs, difficult in Cheltenham, and unt m ' 
able in Liverpool, becomes possible again in London. 

It all springs from one simple fact; there are so many 
people in London that they do not notice each ot 
If the Londoner paid the slightest attention to his 
hour he would go mad in a fortnight. It is physica y 
impossible for him to notice every one he sees, cons 
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h. g» .h= ""S 

thtm,andisihc.r«i<isf'mf>.*'y'x»^ P ^ 

pun»«s, not thor^ A Londt^t 

cSttrnt ,. .tally atao .« *0 

are simply as trees walking The diffe ^ 

walking along Oxford Street and dong 

rs only the difference between 

where there are many trees or on a field track 

"vZ this two impormnt 

that m London you can wear what yo« . are 

will notice or cnticize, and even if **' 
always a hundred people worse dressed ^an y ’ 

dirtiet boots, with moreuriA^/hats, with baggte 

You may, of course, meet some one you know, but 
aeain the abnormal sixc of London comes to y 

Iflt 1* 5 to t on meeting* fnend Cheltenham, 

50 to I against in London Second, and eve 
imporunt, is the fact that in London you can »'ng * . ^ 

streets The roar of the traffic will drown all 
strongest passages in the highest register and 
lulls for a moment nobody will notice a ou ca 
conduct with your suck if the beat of your foot i 
enough Difficult orchestral passages with variaao 
colour can be safely attempted in London streets 
the difference between a trumpet and a honi 
involves making faces if it is done properly) can be rep 
sented without anyone heeding you , 

Traversing thus the London streets, ^ ^ 

comfortable clothes, unheeding and unheeded J ® 
people, the solitary walker can come near to, if he ^ 

attain, the proper mood of walking It is troe 
crowd may disturb h» repose at times, and doogmS 
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people and the traffic may break the rhythm of his stride; 
but the sixth sense which Londoners develop enables him 
to avoid most obstructions without thinking, and it is 
surprising, as a matter of fact, how rarely one’s stride is 
broken in a London street. The rhythm of street 
■walking can never be quite the same as the rhythm of 
country walking; there is always something hard and 
metallic in the contact of foot and paved surface. None 
tbe less, there is a rhythm, and it can do something 
towards pacifying the body, enlarging the mind, and 
l>eating the disordered discourse of intellect into the 
smooth series of contemplation. Here again the mere 
size of London comes to the solitary walker’s aid. It is 
large enough to give him the feeling of direction, to feed 
his innate craving for big lines. True, in London as in 
offier towns you have frequently to make a sharp turn, 
giving a violent wrench to your internal organ of orienta- 
tion. But if your main line be a sufficiently big one, 
^ It can be in London, it is possible to regard these turns 
'^s temporary irregularities, and merge them in a larger 
whole. For example, as you go from Charing Cross to 
Chelsea, you start with a piece of the Strand, turn a 
little to cut across the lower end of Trafalgar Square 
^nd out into the Mall, and then swing round to the left, 
to the right, again to the right and again to the left, before 
you resume the big line of the King’s Road. But if you 
envisage the whole in a sufficiently large spirit, the little 
irregularity of Trafalgar Square and the four turns 
necessitated by the intrusion of Buckingham Palace need 
not trouble you; they are mere modern excrescences on a 
me which must have existed before Buckingham Palace 
built or Trafalgar fought, the line by which the 
citizens of London went to Chelsea to eat buns. 
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By walking m this way along big lines it is possible to 
gain some real idea of Loniloti, the relations of its pi^ 
and the characteristic of each The bus or cab-nder 
cannot really understand London by allowing himself to 
be earned he loses all gnp of actuality The under 
ground traveller is even roore benighted to him London 
IS an unintelligible congenes of districts linked by memories 
of the under world He conceives Hampstead Heath as 
something near Hampstead station— an awful perversion. 
But the walker reahics Hampstead Heath m its relation 
to London, he has approached it through the drab mono- 
chrome vistas of Camden Town (with the sudden leap 
into modernity, ted bnck, and green blinds at the lower 
end of the heath) or along the pompous and innocently 
self satisfied High Sweet, or up the interminablesamenes* 
of FjtzJohn’s Avenue He knows Patliament Hill M 
the end of an hour’s hard walk, from which he looks back 
over the way that he has come he knows xht atde* 
trough as the first bndmsrk m Alf Holliday’s famous 
out of London to St Albans, which drops him mer 
^e Spaniard s Road mm a new world, with a high ridge 
Mtween him and London, twists him deftly through 
icmple Fortune, takes him into Hendon the back way 
f V ground, and speeds him from the foot 

01 the hill across the thirteen fields traversed by the 
nver Sil^ where a man can stretch bis legs and forget all 
urtan things awhile until confronted by the imposes 
structure of the Hemlon Union workhou^ 

Out the greatest and mow inspiring thing in I^ondon 
IS the river On the purely physical side, it ventilates the 
town as nothing else can do. on the most stifling da)-?, 
when «one and bnck W been so heated overnight that 
they have killed the freshness of dawn and brought the 
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new day to birth already old, when the feet are as lead and 
every breath is an oppression, when the most congenial 
music is a symphony of Tschaikowsky — there is still some 
freshness beside the river. On the aesthetic side, who 
shall fitly sing the praises of the river, with the morning 
sun catching it as one drops on to the embankment from 
the north, the silver mornings when the air is clear, the 
gold mornings with a slight fog, and the copper mornings 
with a thicker fog? Or the November view up-river 
at sunset from one of the Chelsea bridges? But the best 
gift of the river to London is simply itself, the long 
curving line on which the whole town is based, which 
links Fulham to Westminster and Battersea to the Docks, 
which shapes as nothing else can shape the walker’s 
conception of London. Give me the man that knows 
his bridges and has walked the whole range of all the 
embankments, from Blackfriars to the uttermost parts 
of Chelsea beneath the shadow of the four chimneys; he 
alone is the true Londoner. 


F rom Walking Essays. 


MEN yIND irOMEN 

AUGUSTINE BIRRELL 

B0SW2LI. A» BIOO»APHt» 

Bosw«li.’s position in English Literature cannot k 
puted, nor can he ever be displaced from it * 
written our greatest biography That » all ^ 
about It as much as you lilce, account for it how 
the fact remains ‘Alone I did it’ There has 
plenty of theoniing Lord Macaulay took the so J 
m huid and tossed it up and down for half a down 
with a gusto that drote home to rruny minds the 
viction, the strange conviction, that our greatest h'OS^r 
was written by one of the very smallest men ttet * ^ 
lived, a man of the meanest and feeblest intellect ^ 
dunce, a parasite, and a coxcomb, by one Vho, « h® 
not been a great fool, would never have been a great wn 
So fer Macaulay anna Danum 1831, in the "S®™ 
pages of the Edinburgh Revttw A year later 
Frjstr s Magazint another theory by another hand, 
then famous, Mr Thomas Carlyle, I own to 
dinatc affecuon for Mr Carlyle as literary critic 
philosopher and sage, he has served our turn 
have had the fortune, good or bad, to outlive him» 
our sad cxpenence is that death makes a mighty e 

to all but the very greatest. The sight of the 
Siirtor Rtsariuf in a Cbdsea mimibus, the sound 0 
126 
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Newman’s ^ voice preaching to a small congregation in 
Birmingham, kept alive in our minds the vision of their 
greatness — it seemed then as if that greatness could know 
no limit; but no sooner had they gone away, than some- 
how or another one became conscious of some deficiency 
m their intellectual positions — ^the tide of human thought 
rushed visibly by them, and it became plain that to no other 
generation would either of these men be what they had 
been to their own. But Mr. Carlyle as literary critic has 
a tenacious grasp, and Boswell was a subject made for his 
hand. ‘Your Scottish laird,’ says an English naturalist 
of those days, ‘may be defined as the hungriest and vainest 
of all bipeds yet known.’ Carlyle knew the type well 
enough. His general description of Boswell is savage: 

Boswell was a person whose mean or bad qualities 
lay open to the general eye, visible, palpable to the dullest. 
His good qualities, again, belonged not to the time he lived 
in; were far from common then; indeed, in such a degree 
were almost unexampled; not recognizable, therefore, 
by everyone; nay, apt even, so strange had they grown, to 
be confounded with the very vices they lay contiguous to 
and had sprung out of. That he was a wine-bibber and 
good liver, gluttonously fond of whatever would yield 
him a little solacement, were it only of a stomachic char- 
acter, is undeniable enough. That he was vain, heedless, 
a babbler, had much of the sycophant, alternating with 
the braggadocio, curiously spiced too, with an all-per- 
vading dash of the eoxcomb; that he gloried much when 
the tailor by a court suit had made a new man of him; 
t at he appeared at the Shakespeare Jubilee with a riband 
Imprinted “Corsica Boswell” round his hat, and, in short, 

I you ■will, lived no day of his life without saying and 
^ Cardinal Jolm Henry Ne-svman (1801-1890). 
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doing more than one pretenoous meputudc, all 

unhappily IS evident as the sun at noon. Thesep' 

of Boswell seems to have si^ificd so much In t 
cocked nose, cocked partly in tnumph over his wea e 
fellow-creatures, partly to snuff up the smell of 
pleasure and scent it from afar, in those big chee 
hanging like half filled wine-sktns, still able to contain 
more, in that coarsely protruded shelf mouth, that * 
dew lapped chin in all this who sees not sensu ity* 
pretension, boisterous imbeahty enough^ The un e ^ 
part of Boswell $ face »s of a low, almost brutish character 
This IS character painung with a vengeance r® 
trait of a Scotch laud by the son of a Scotch 
Carlyle s Boswell is to me the very man If KS Vu 

paradox seems as great as Macaulay’s, for though Carl) 
does not call Boswell a great fool m plain set tennSj * 
goes tery near it But he keeps open a door throu^ 
which he effects his escape Carlyle sees m Boaay ** 
old reverent feeling of dsapleshtp, m a word, hero- 
worship , 

How the babbling Boazy, inspired only by lo’^^ 
the recognition and vision which love can lend, 
mizes nightly the words of Wisdom, the deeds an 
aspects of Wisdom, and so, htde by litde, unconsaoos J 
works together for us the whole ‘ Johnsoniad ’ — a ”1°^® 
free, perfea, sunlit and spint-speaking likeness than ro 
many centunes has been drawn by man of man ’ 

This I think is a btile overdrawn That BosW« 
loved Johnson, God forbid I should deny But that c 
was inspired only by love to write his hfe, I 
question Boswell was, as Carlyle has said, a 
man— and espeaally was he greedy of fame— and 
saw in hts revered fneid a splendid subject for artistic 
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biographic treatment. Here is where both Macaulay 
and Carlyle are, as I suggest, wrong. Boswell was a 
fool, but only in the sense in which hundreds of great 
artists have been fools; on his own lines, and across his 
own bit of country, he was no fool. He did not acciden- 
tally stumble across success, but he deliberately aimed at 
what he hit. Read his preface and you will discover 
his method. He was as much an artist as either of his 
two famous critics. Where Carlyle goes astray is in 
attributing to discipleship what was mainly due to a 
dramatic sense. However, theories are no great matter. 

Our means of knowledge of James Boswell are derived 
mainly from himself; he is his own incriminator. In 
addition to the Life there is the Corsican tour, the Hebrides 
tour, the letters to Erskine and to Temple, and a few 
insignificant occasional publications in the shape of letters 
to the people of Scotland, etc. With these before him 
it is impossible for any biographer to approach Bozzy 
in a devotional attitude; he was all Carlyle calls him. 

From In the Name of the Bodleian. 


GEORGE SAINTSBURY 

MADAME d’aRELAY 

Madame D’Arblay ^ is so inimitable a historian of het 
own life, it has been so well dealt with by Macaulay, 
and it is in its general outline so commonly known that 
there is no great need to dwell at any very great length 
on it here, though certain points may require notice. 
She was born at Lynn on the 13th of June, 1752 — a fact 

t Better known as Fanny Burney (1752—1840) and famous for hen 
Diary. 


I 
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for iVie discovery of wbidi Croker took unnecessary 
trouble, and for the revelation of which he received, a* 
was meet, unnecessary abuse There is not the slightest 
esidence that Fanny ever endeavoured to conceal her age 
though the admitted childishness of her appearance 
people think her younger than she was And so far 
from her having ever attempted to represent Evelinii as 
the work of a ‘girl of seventeen,' we have her own dis- 
tinct statement, whidi none but a fool could misunder- 
stand, and none but a churl affect to misunderstand, that 
her heroine is the ‘gnl of seventeen’ and that she, the 
novelist, IS ‘past’ that interesting age Her father was 
the Historian of Music, latterly Organist to Chel«» 
Hospiul, and the fnend of the best men of his time 
One of her brothers was an oflicer of Cook’s,' and later 
as ‘Admiral’ Burney the friend of Southey, Colendgei 
and especially Lamb another was a scholar justly rs" 
nowned for Greek tn the day of Person Her sisters 
were all clever, and one of them was herself a novehsi 
There are references m the Dttiry proper, and full ones 
in the early Diary, to Fanny’s backwardness, shyness, and 
so forth as a girl and young woman But she wss 
always scribbling, she was in a singularly stimulating 
soaety, and she published JSvt/jtw m a clandestine sort of 
way ('778), not indeed at ‘seventeen’ but at not quite 
twenty-six Then she became a lioness, and remained 
so, Cieiha (1782) bnnging her more fame, and (which 
Ete/irta had not done) some money Later still came 
the famous incident of her becoming assistant Keeper of 
the Robes to Queen Charlotte (1786), in which employ* 
inent she abode five years, pined, and grew posuivel) n 
A great deal of nonsense has been, in my hurnblc 
' &pum Jatues Cook, the fimoui explorer 
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judgment, written about this episode. Macaulay, no 
lover of kings, especially Tory ones, very handsomely 
acquits George the Thirdj but he is remorselessly severe 
on Queen Charlotte. Others have involved the Royal 
family generally in condemnation; and almost every- 
body, from Macaulay himself downwards, has lamented 
the loss of immortal works during the period, and put 
down the subsequent drying up of Miss Burney’s genius 
to its evil effect. Let us (in the greatest words, never 
to be hackneyed however often quoted, of her greatest 
friend) ‘clear our minds of cant.’ The offer of the 
appointment was, no doubt, a mistake of good nature, 
and its acceptance was one of bad judgment. Indeed, 
it seems to me that Dr. Burney, to please whom Fanny 
accepted it against her wish, has never had his due measure 
of blame. Despite his amiability he seems always to 
have been rather a silly man, as indeed is not obscurely 
hinted in the oxymel of Mrs. Thrale’s verses on him, and 
as is established by the fact of his not only writing a poem 
on astronomy and pestering Herschel about it, but 
habitually keeping a doggerel diary after a fashion common 
to his day, and pardonable enough to schoolboys and under- 
graduates, but not so pardonable in elderly professional 
nren. On this occasion, too, he was, I fear, not merely 
silly, but selfish. It was the dream of his life — a dream 
already once or twice disappointed — to be ‘Master of the 
Ring’s Band’; and he evidently thought that if his daugh- 
ter were close about the royal person, he would secure 
this coveted post. It is satisfactory that he did not. 

As to the Queen — for the King, as we have seen, is 
acquitted by a hostile judge — there are not so many 
excuses required for her as seems to be generally thought, 
and there are many more available tlian are required. 
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I, ,s c,«llr tetory .nd h»™n 

sonages, whether their royalty po r of serving 
phoL\, should be apt to think that the honour 
them IS far more than suffiaent rcc^p^e Charbtte 
of It But this need not be counted Queen 
had been accustomed to the slavish submissio 
German Transparenaes and Serenities mu r^y 
m rank than an English Queen She 
well that hundreds of ladies in Germany an ^ 

and dozens in England, would have gone on tWir 
for the place She had the want of ers 
physical weakness, which is far too common in p P 
strong people, be they <|ueens or not Part . 

Burney s sufferings was due to their ihe 

atttchment to Mn Schwellenberg, who, old c» 
was, was intensely faithful, and part to her ow 
to assert herself and the equality which it wou ^ 
she titulatly held The resinctions of visitors 
forth, which are so bitterly complained of m * * 
were almost unavoidable m a household w 
above all things to avoid the licence of the wo p 
reigns and of the Pnnee of Wales’s establishment 
parsimony was not shown to Miss Burney only 

But the important question for posterity , .jw 
this residence at Court really did as it is prewn ® 
her vein’ of novel wnting, and this will be best 
later, it is enough to say for the present that a 


probabilities are equally against tt ^ of 

^Vhen she was released (1791^, *bc o\ost 

her life to others was practically over, thoug ' 
interesting part of u to bersdf was yet to ^ Parks 
the soaety of her friends, the Lockes of Nor 
she met an elderly and respe c table imtgrit the 
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D’Arblay, who had no money, and whose attractions 
generally were not very clear except to the eyes of love. 
They married (1793) — one suspects M. D’Arblay to 
have been a rather poor though probably no unaraiable 
kind of creature — on nothing but the little pension 
which the Queen had given Frances when she left 
Courts and the Chevalier took to gardening and ‘invested 
the appartments with imperceptible cupboards,’ as his 
wife says in the unbelievable English of her later times. 
A baby — Alexander, who afterwards went to Cam- 
bridge, was heard of by Macaulay, his six years junior, 
as a rather remarkable mathematician, took orders in the 
Church of England, and died three years before his 
mother in 1837 — was born in 1794. Then Madame 
D’Arblay wrote Camilla^ which was published in the 
first place by subscription with great success, and brought 
her in some three thousand pounds, but kept no hold 
on tire public. When Napoleon’s power was established, 
M. D’Arblay returned to France and obtained a civil 
post; but towards the end of the Tyranny his wife and 
cliild took the opportunity to escape to England. He 
had better luck under the Restoration than under the 
Empire, but did not stay long in France, and returning 
to England, died at Bath in 1818. Meanwhile his wife 
had brought out the terrible failure of The Wa 7 iderer 
(which, however, ■vs'as widely sold before people found 
out how bad it was), and in the same year (1814) lost her 
father. Not much is recorded of her later years by 
others, except a visit from Sir Walter Scott. She died 
aged eighty-eight on the 6th of January, 1840, having 
brought out the unlucky Memeirs of her father in 1832, 
her eightieth year. 

EcY/i/irt delectable; CecUta admirable; Camilla cstim- 
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etAU NASH 

Theri arc cases, not kr«)wn to c\cry collector 
■where it is not the first which n rate 

edition of a work, but the second One et 
examples of the exception which proves jj,j 

second edition of Goldsmith s Li/c «/ Stau <rr 
appointment awaits him who possesses only 
It IS in the second that the best things originally 
The story is rather to be duined than told as a ^ 
but we can see pretty pUinly how .1 n,„h, 

hate run In the early part of 1762, Oliver G 
at that time still undistingutshed, but m the t ery 
blossoming into fame, received a commission o Upau, 
guineas to write for Newbery ahfeof the strange o ^ 
Mr Nash, who had died m 1761 On the 
which was March 5ih, he gave a receipt to ntten, 

for three other publications, written or to 
so that very protebly it was not expected that ® 
immediately supply all the matter sold In 7*“ ^15,,^ 
he seems to have gpne down to Bath on a s o 
and to have made fnends with the Beau s 
George Scott It has even been said that he cu 
the Mayor and Aldermen of Bath with su 



SIR EDMUND GOSSE 135 

that they presented him with yet another fifteen guineas. 
But of thisj in itself highly improbable instance of munici- 
pal benefaction, the archives of the city yield no proof. 
At least Mr. Scott gave him access to Nash’s papers, and 
with these he seems to have betaken himself back to 
London. 

It is a heart-rending delusion and a cruel snare to be 
paid for your work before you accomplish it. As soon 
as once your work is finished you ought to be promptly 
paidj but to receive your lucre one minute before it is 
due, is to tempt Providence to make a Micawber ^ of 
you. Goldsmith, of course, without any temptation 
being needed, was the very ideal Micawber of letters, and 
the result of paying him beforehand was that he had, 
simply, to be popped into the mill by force, and the 
copy ground out of him. It is evident that in the case 
of the first edition of the Life of Beau Nash, the grinding 
process was too mercifully applied, and the book when 
it appeared was short measure. It has no dedication, no 
‘advertisement,’ and very few notes, while it actually 
omits many of the best stories. The wise bibliophile, 
therefore, will eschew it, and will try to get the second 
edition issued a few weeks later in the same year, which 
Newbery evidently insisted that Goldsmith should send 
out to the public in proper order. 

Goldsmith treats Nash with ver)’- much the same sort 
of indulgent and apologetic sympathy with which hi. 
Barbey d’Aurevilly treats Brummell.^ He does not 
affect to think that the world calls for a full-length 
statue of such a fantastic hero; but he seems to claim 

^ See Dickens’ Da’iAd Coppetfield. 

- Beau Brummell (1778-1840), a celebrated dandy and friend of 
George IV. 
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leave to execute a statuette m terra-cotta for a ° 

curiosities From that point of view, as » 'I'*”" J 

of vertuy as a specitnen of the hru-& brae o 

both the one and the other, the king of 

Emperor of Dandies, are welcome to ° 

andthe entertaining At the head of u-ny 

stands a fine portrait of Nash, engravrf by 

Walker, one of the best and rarest of early EngU 

engravers, after an oil-picture by W dbam 

to be one of the foundauon members of the J ^ 

Academy, and now and throughout his long > ® 

pnnapal representative of the fine arts at Bath 

here represented m his famous white hat 

as his epitaph has it, the ensign of his rule at Bath, 


more than coronet of his social sway . 

The breast of his handsome coat is copiously trim 
with rich lace, and his old, old eyes, with their wnn 
and their crow’s feet, look demurely out from un w 
incredible wig, an umbrageous, deep-coloured rarw 
early youth It is a wonderfully litd-featured, ^ 
fatuous face, and it lives for us under the delicate stro 
of Anthony Walker’s graver The great Beau 
he must have looked when the Duchess of Queens t ^ 
dared to appear at the Assembly House on a ba 
with a white apron on It is a pleasant story, 
told properly m our second edition King Nas 
issued an edict forbidding the wearing of aprons 
Duchess dared to disobey Nash walked up to her a ^ 
deftly snatched her apron from her, throwing it 
the hack benches where the ladies’ women sat 
a splendid moment! Im^ine the exatement of a 
fashionable taimpany — the drawn battle between 


a Cwm oe>. 
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Majesty of Etiquette and the Majesty of Beauty! The 
Beau remarked, with sublime calm, that ‘none but Abigails 
appeared in white aprons.’ The Duchess hesitated, felt 
that her ground had slipped from under her, gave way 
with the most admirable tact, and ‘with great good sense 
and humour, begged his Majesty's pardon,’ 

Aprons were not the only red rags to the bull of cere- 
mony. He was quite as unflinching an enemy to top- 
boots. He had already banished swords from the assembly- 
room, because their clash frightened the ladies, and their 
scabbards tore people’s dresses. But boots were not so 
easily banished. The county squires liked to ride into the 
city, and, leaving their horses at a stable, walk straight 
into the dignity of the minuet. Nash, who had a genius 
for propriety, saw how hateful this was, and determined 
to put a stop to it. He slew top-boots and aprons at the 
same time. . . . 

It had not been without labour and a long struggle that 
Nash had risen to this position of unquestioned authority 
at Bath. His majestic rule was the result of more than 
half a century of painstaking. He had been born far 
back in the seventeenth century, so far back that, incred- 
ible as it sounds, a love adventure of his early youth had 
supplied Vanbrugh,^ in 1695, with an episode for his 
comedy of Msop. But after trying many forms of life, 
and weary of his own affluence, he came to Bath just at the 
moment when the fortunes of that ancient centre of social 
pleasure were at their lowest ebb. Queen Anne had 
been obliged to divert herself, in 1703, with a fiddle and 
a hautboy,® and witli country dances on the bowling- 

Sir John Vanbrugh (1664-1726), dramatist and architect. 

- An oboe. 
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The lodB-nge were 

pemp-house had no d.teelo,. the „ty 

LthLwn f,om .neh Volga, “h^n, 

nowaloneallorded Thetoooeand eholenc^^^ 

Dr Raddiffe, m revenge for some slight he h ^ . 

had threatened to throw a toad into King B1 

by wnting a pamphlet ^inst the media 
the waters rn,,!, which 

The moment was critical, the grcatn^ of B ' 
had been slowly declining since the days ot 
was threatened with eMinction when Nash 
wealthy, idle, patient, widi a genius 
and m half a century he made « what he ie 
he died m his eighty ninth year, the ro«l 
attracts e of the smaller soaal resorts of 
a man, let us be certain, was not .v-n ,n 

There muse have been something more in him 
a mere idol of the dandies, like Bnimmell taken 

Goldsmith, m this second edition at least, has 
more pains with bts life of Nash than he ever t» 
m a biography His Pamrll,^ his ^*otaB 

Fahatrt^ arc not worthy of his name and fame, it 
the industry of annotators can ever make them inor 
they were at fint — pot boilers, turned out With no^ 
or enthusiasm, and unconsaentiously prepared “ 
subtle figure of a Master of Ceremonial, a 

presentment of a pump-room king, 
white hat, waiting all long in his best at 

* Tbomis Pirntll (i(79-i7iS),*ho tdj^d Pop® “t '“S transit 

of Homer* . /,Kod 

* Henry St John Vactnmt Botmgbroke (1678-175 ) 

Swift, Pope and Gay 

* See page iij 
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window of the Smyrna CofFee-House, to get a bow from 
that other, and alas ! better accredited royalty, the Prince 
of Wales; ^ this picture of an old beau, with his toy-shop 
of gold snuff-boxes, his agate rings, his senseless obelisk, 
his rattle of faded jokes and blunted stories — all this had 
something very attractive to Goldsmith both in its humour 
and its pathos; and he has left us, in his Life of Nash, a 
study which is far too little known, but which deserves 
to rank among the best-read productions of that infinitely 
sympathetic pen, which has bequeathed to posterity Mr. 
Tibbs and Moses Primrose and Tony Lumpkin. 

From Gossip hi a Library. - 


LYTTON STRACHEY 

FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE 

Every one knows the popular conception of Florence 
Nightingale. The saintly, self-sacrificing woman, the 
delicate maiden of high degree who threw aside the 
pleasures of a life of ease to succour the afflicted, the 
Lady with the Lamp, gliding through the horrors of the 
hospital at Scutari, and consecrating with the radiance of 
her goodness the dying soldier’s couch — the vision is 
familiar to all. But the truth was different. The Miss 
Nightingale of fact was not as facile fancy painted her. 
She worked in another fashion, and towards another 
end; she moved under the stress of an impetus which finds 
no place in the popular imagination. A Demon possessed 
her. Now demons, whatever else they may be, are 
full of interest. And so it happens that in the real Miss 
Nightingale there was more that ^vas interesting than in 
^ Afterwards George IV. 
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the legendary one, there was also less that was agree- 
ahle , 

Her fanuly was exiremeljr weil-tcrdo, and 
by mamage with a spreading cirde of other well-to^® 
families. There was a large country house m Derby 
shite, there was another m the Nesv Forest, there were 
Mayfair rooms for the London season and all its finest 
parties, there were lours on the Continent with eten 
more than the usual number of Italian operas and 0 
glimpses at the celebrities of Pans Brought up 
such adnntages, it was only natural to suppose tw 
Florence would show a proper appreaation them J 
doing her duty in that state of life unto which it ha 
pleased God to call her — in other words, by nurrytn?* 
after a fitung number of dances and dinner*?*™^*! 
eligible gentleman, and Imng happily eser afterward** 
Heriister,hercousins,all the young ladies of her acquain^ 
ance, were either getting ready to do this, or had a!te»“7 
done tt It was inconceivable that Florence should dream 
of anything else, ye t dream she did Ah ' To do her duT 
in that state of life unto which it had pleased God to oH 
herl Assuredly she would not be behindhand in 
her duty, but unto what stale of hfc had it pleased God 
to Call her? That was the question. God s calls 
many, and they are strange Unto what state of 1»« 
had It pleased Himtocall Charlotte Corday,* or 
of Hungary? * ^Vhat was that secret \oice m her en, 
if It was not a caU? Why had she felt, from her cath«t 
years, thosemjstenousprompttngstawards shehsrof 
knew what, but certainly towards something very different 

* Charrotte Conky (iTSS-iyj]). who kiDed lie Fitncli R«v*l“* 
tiomsi. Mint 

* St. Elmbelh of Hnagacy (iiey-tiji} 
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from anything around her? Why, as a child in the 
nursery, when her sister had shown a healthy pleasure 
in tearing her dolls to pieces, had she shown an almost 
morbid one in sewing them up again? Why was she 
driven now to minister to the poor in their cottages, to 
watch by sick-beds, to put her dog’s wounded paw into 
elaborate splints as if it was a human being? Why was 
her head filled with queer imaginations of the country 
house at Embley turned, by some enchantment, into a 
hospital, with herself as matron moving about among 
the beds? Why was even her vision of heaven itself 
filled with suffering patients to whom she was being 
useful? So she dreamed and wondered, and, taking 
^t her diary, she poured into it the agitations of her soul, 

nd then the bell rang, and it was time to go and dress 
for dinner. 

As the years passed, a restlessness began to grow upon 
N'^'h ■ unhappy, and at last she knew it. Mrs. 

ig tingale, too, began to notice that there was some- 

urj'nf what could be tire matter 

banti k ^ ^‘g^tingale suggested that a hus- 
she 1 ^ advisable; but the curious thing was tliat 
her interest in husbands. And with 

was nothin'^ accomplishments too! There 
brilliant mJch ^ P'■<^''ent her making a really 

but how to saiisfv 
'^^Vsomething Asiftr® ' 

ca<;p Sn «-k„ j- ' “ mere was not plenty to do m any 

to look aft ut home. There was the china 

tilt m ’ » <>« »» 

and then rt '^^^*”Sale could not understand it; 

sternation°and akni"' 

‘111. f Jorence announced an extreme 
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desire to go to Salisbury Hospital for 
nurse, and she confessed to some visionary plan o' 
ally setting up m a house of her own in a "®'8 
village, and there founding ‘something like . . 
Sisterhood, without t ows, for women of educated fcclmg^ 
The whole scheme was summarily bnishc 
preposterous and Mrs Nightingale, after the ^ 
of terror, was able to settle down again more o ^ 
comfortably to her embroidery But Florcnre, w 
now twenty five, and felt that the dream of her U 
been shattered, came near to desperation 

From Em,nint rtctirtans 


SIR J G FRAZER 

SIR ROGER IS THE TEMPI-* 

The last time Sir Roger de Covetley was at t^ club th 
talk fell, 1 know not how, on music. *'Vho ** , 

Handel, ^ he asked, of whom everybody « 

They ny he plays divinely on the organ ^ i*«lthe 
like to hear him *There is nothing easier, reph 
Templar, he is to play the organ at the ctemng , 
in the Temple Church to-morrow Will you 
I cannot myself stay for the scrviw, but I will see 
jou gel a good seat ’ To this propel Sir Roger ro 
assented, and as I lost no opportunity of being ^ ^ 

good old man whenoer he was in. town, I begged to 
allowed to join him. So it was agreed that we * 
meet on the morrow m die Templar s chambers * 
before the hour of service, and that he should con u 
to the church and leave us there We met next 
t George Feedenck Handel (16S5 t7S9l th® compo** 
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accordingly. I never saw Sir Roger in better health 
and spirits. He talked gaily, and we fell in with his 
cheerful mood. We even ventured to rally him on the 
widow, and he took it in very good part. ‘Well, well,’ 
he said, ‘I sometimes think she will have me after all. 
But I begin to grow an old fellow — an old fellow.’ We 
stoutly denied the imputation, and insisted that on the 
contrary he grew younger every day. Having dissipated 
the slight shade of melancholy which dimmed for a 
moment the habitual serenity of our friend, we sallied 
forth with him to stroll for a little in the garden before 
repairing to the church. 

How well I remember it all now, though years have 
come and gone since then! It was a calm bright day 
in September, but already a few yellow leaves were 
drifting silently to the ground. In the court on which 
we issued doves were fluttering and cooing, and a foun- 
tain was plashing in the dappled shade of some ancient 
elms. Descending a broad flight of stone steps, we 
entered the garden. The beds were still gay with the 
rich hues of autumn, Michaelmas daisies and marigolds 
vying with the statelier sunflowers and hollyhocks. 
When we had admired them, ‘Come,’ said the Templar, 
‘I will show you rasa quo locorum sera snoreturJ ^ He led 
the way into a little thicket, where sure enough was a 
rose tree with some red roses still blowing fresh and 
sweet among the leaves. ‘They say, you know,’ he 
reminded us, ‘that in this very garden the Princes of 
York and Lancaster plucked the white and red roses that 
were to be the badges of tlieir rival houses, and that gave 
their name to the Wars of the Roses.’ ‘Aye, aye,’ said 
Sir Roger, ‘and the red rose was the fitter emblem of the 
^ The place irhere the late rose lingers. 



MODSRM PaOSE 


mo, for thoy say that yonr w.u.o 
on ground where blood has been spilt. * / 

a white rose tree on a battlefield, but neat summer all n 
roses on it will blow red ’ • m in 

When we seemed to doubt the truth of Wis 
natural history. Sir Roger earnestly aBurcd us 
w« so ‘IVhy, .0 prove < *iys he, 'my frieud “ 
Richard Desereia, of the Life Guards, was w 
regiment at the bloody battle of Landen,* and ne 
when he chanced to pass by the place, the who e 
field was nothing but a great sheet of red poppic* ^ 
never saw such a blaie of scarlet in his life, no* 
review m Hyde Park* ‘And then the 
flower,’ said the Templar, willing to chime *,'? Tt 5 i«od 7 
old man’s fency, ‘eserybody knows that it •* ® ^ 

Watnon beause tt grows on field> of blood 
sure, to be sure,’ rejoined Sir Roger, ‘m my 
blooms nowhere so well as on the battlefield of * ^ 

bury Many and many a time have 1 seen 
summer’sdayasl harebeenndingpast. Thais * j 
But as for what the poet Hernck says about red 
never could believe it ’ ‘Why, what does he say 
them’’ we both asked, cunous to cheat the 
opinion on a point of poetry ‘Well, I »m to 

I remember the verses,’ he replied, ‘though I 
smg them when I was a young man 1 
from my mother, when she walked with tne m ® 
garden, and I once sang them there,’ he added, r . 
his voice and looking grave, *io fter ’ We knew ^ 
he meant by Act, and did not press him 
vision of the rose garden at Coveiley Hall, and * ^ ^ 

1 Fooght in July, iSjj, m HnlUnd betw«n tlw 
Doub English troop, took put in the battle on the •W 
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twilight, and Sir Roger pacing there with the widow, 
rose before my mind, and I remained silent. Rousing 
himself from a reverie into which he had fallen. Sir 
Roger went on, ‘Let me see, let me see, 

■Roses at fint vrere ■white— 

Oh, yes, I remember them now.’ And he recited in 
lilting tones and a high cracked voice — I think I can 
hear him now and see him as he stood, with the sunshine 
on his face, smiling and beating time with his hand: 

Roses at first were w'hite. 

Till they could not agree 

Whether my Sappho’s breast 
Or they more white should be. 

But being vanquished quite, 

A blush their cheeks bespread: 

Since which, believe the rest, 

The roses first came red. 

When he had done, the Templar pulled some of the 
red roses and offered them to Sir Roger, who stuck them 
in his hat, saying: ‘If you will give me a slip of that 
rose-bush, I will plant it in the garden at Coverley and 
next summer you shall come and gather the roses. Aye, 
and I will show you the Bloody Warriors on the field of 
Tewkesbury too. You will believe me then. I know 
you gentlemen of the law are hard to persuade. But 
you shall see for yourself, you shall see for yourself.’ 

In such discourse we whiled away an idle half-hour 
till the failing light reminded us that the time of service 
was at hand. So we quitted the garden and made our 
way through the darkening courts to the church. In the 
trees overhead the starlings were settling to roost with a 

K 
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tkmoroos chattennE, which. Sir “’'’^^,X'porch 

croons of P»ing W *' f " *c 

we emeteil the oldest part of <ho »""" . *e 

onginal rotind church of the „„ the 

warnot kiii|hts lie under their stone '®P „„„ 

pareoen. Sir Roser and 1 w«e putting some S 

in a whisper to our fneod the Templar 00”“™”' _ 

quaint figures, lying there so stiU after a 

with their upturned feces and tdasped swo da, 

organ began to play So soft an<l sweet 

were the notes LI the words d.ed f 

and V. e followed our fnend as he beckoned us o 

the inner part of the church There he ushe 

a stall bes de a pillar and left us The twihg 

deepening into night, the hour of all the .jEgjs of 

tocomposethemmd to senous thought and « -weh, 

religion The candles were already lit m 
but even without their glimmering flames we 
dimly discern the intetlaang arches of jj,ein 

the rows of tall clustered ^umns, and betw 
the saints and prophets on the windows, the 

splendour of purple and enmson and *?fy,ufch, 
dpng 1 ght of day The serrice of our ^^’8 J® v-auaful 
b«utiful at all times, seemed to me doubly j 

in these surrounding? Above all, the ravis 
ness of the music was such as I had nescr hca 
The VO CCS of the cbmr Went m a sort of serapni^ 
mony with the deep long-drawn notes of the 
pealing out m a storm of tnumphant exultation * 
now dpng away, as it seenwd, into depths o * 
distance It was such music as souls in bliss img ^ 
around the throne for ever Our hearts roe te 
us, and, consaous of my own unworthmess, 
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a lost spirit at the gate of Paradise listening to the 
angels’ song. 

When the service was over, we knelt for a few moments 
side by side, while the solemn strains of the organ, touched 
by a master’s hand, still rolled through the dimly lighted 
church. As my friend remained somewhat longer than 
usual at his devotions, I stole a look at him, and seeing 
him with his silvery hair, his clasped hands, and a look 
as of rapture on his venerable face, I could not but fancy 
myself kneeling beside a saint in heaven. We rose 
solemnized by the scene and by tire beautiful service to 
which we had just listened. When we passed out of the 
porch it was night and the moon had risen, making, with 
the dark outlines of the church, its still lighted windows 
and the painted saints glowing on the panes, a picture 
which long dwelt in my memory. We walked together 
in silence to Fleet Street. As he was about to leave me, 
‘Do you know,’ he said, ‘I have a fancy that when you 
and I part for the last time, I should wish it to be just 
thus.’ I was too moved to reply, and could only shake 
him silently by the hand. He lifted his hat, with the 
red roses still in it, and vralked away. I do not know 
how it was; perhaps his words had struck a note of fore- 
boding in my mind, but a sense of uneasiness and sadness 
came over me, and I noticed with a sort of apprehension 
that the roses in his hat drooped and had lost some of 
their petals. I stood bareheaded, watching him till he 
disappeared in the shadows. I never saw him again. 
It was my last parting with Sir Roger. But I humbly 
trust that we may meet again in a world beyond the 
shadows, where roses never fade and friends shall part no 
more. 


From The Gorgon's Head. 
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GEORGE MEREDITH 


MY TATMER 

Tk. soft mtU togkl had a ntoon 
and here and there a hght blue ^ of y 
rayless surs, the bre«e smelt fresh of . So 

It was more a May mght thaa ^ Urch in'* 

stratjge arr aspect had all thcsequtct h»l . 

fir tree tops in the half dark ,j wcierment. 

were overlaid and almost subdued f 
he had never before been out in the '"B*' » , j Qn 

have feared to cry in it, for his sote bcg»”» 

a nse of the park toad where a fir-pU wo®a>'’* 

heard his name called faintly from V ^ cam* 

voice that he knew to be his aunt Doro y 
after him only once ‘Harry Richmond , but n ^ 
out of hearing, beyond ihe park, among toward 

run dipping for m lee beside the great hig pj 

London Someumes his father whisUe jhoogh 

held him high and nodded a salutation to i perpetual 
they had just discovered one another, an pluB>s» 

accessiblty to the influences of spi^ !'*oro^'*0 
notwithstand ng his gnef, caused his father o p ^ 
cate hopefully of his future wisdom So, w « ^ 

to command he had given his father a kiss, , 

u 1 . -1. - ,j__ irMthW that ri j 


to command he had given his tainci * i . he ws* * 
asleep on his shoulder, ceasing to know a jfeartie^ 

wandering infant and, if I remember righ y, polled 

he was maship ofannamon wood uponase^^^^ ^ . 


he was maship ofannamon wood upona 

mighty, but smooth immense broad waves, an 

from thing without a sound or a hurt about it 

That nieht stands up without any clear traces „hch 

. 1 ,- of romance rouno 


near it, like the brazen castle of romance i 
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the sea-tide flows. My fiither must have borne me miles 
along the roadj he must have procured food for me; I 
have an idea of feeling a damp forehead and drinking 
new milk, and by-and-by hearing a roar of voices or 
vehicles, and seeing a dog that went alone through crowded 
streets without a master, doing as he pleased, and stopping 
every other dog he met. He took his turning, and my 
fether and I took ours. We were in a house that, to 
my senses, had the smell of dark corners, in a street 
where all the house-doors were painted black, and shut 
with a bang. Italian organ-men and milk-men paraded 
the street regularly, and made it sound hollow to their 
music. Milk, and no cows anywhere; numbers of people, 
and no acquaintances among them; — my thoughts were 
occupied by the singularity of such tilings. 

My father could soon make me forget that I was 
transplanted; he could act dog, tame rabbit, fox, pony, 
and a whole nursery collection alive, but he was some- 
times absent for days, and I was not of a temper to be 
on friendly terms with those who were unable to captivate 
my imagination as he had done. When he was at home 
I rode him all round the room and upstairs to bed, I 
lashed him with a whip till he frightened me, so real 
was his barking; if I said ‘Menagerie’ he became a caravan 
of wild beasts; I undid a button of his waistcoat, and it 
was a lion that made a spring, roaring at me; I pulled 
his coat-tails and off I went tugging at an old bear that 
swung a hind leg as he turned, in the queerest way, and 
then sat up and beating his breast sent out a mew-moan. 
Our room was richer to me than all the Grange while 
these performances were going forward. His monkey 
was almost as wonderful as his bear, only he was too big 
for it, and vras obliged to aim at reality in his representa- 
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of .h» »•»»> fcy ^ "r 

a dofect that btoasht out landlady ^ 

snStt propomonatily in >'»a>«^ play, and 

of sobtude, my nonomaid had >» otd P 

l„oaldsmmbkat«o.and»io...n*-®" ';„ 
atiuck suddoidy by the mand of thn 
my ptment and my ‘'“'T' /ajj- man fori'” 

into arrangements Vtith a Punch * J windoWi 

,o pay me tegnlat "“J'J^'lmd intantio®. 

yet here again his genius defeated , the 
for happening once to stand hy my sid 5 
gtess of the show, he made it so vivid t ^ 

said and did, that I saw no fun m it wi ^ 
to dread the heralding crow ‘ i-nocked 

and cared no longer for wooden heads being 
so hard , , , .-Jthnwai* 

On Sunda)-s we walked to the caihe^ ^ ncterasrtf 

daywithadelightofitsownformc «ew _,,v3lkrf 
ontheSunday Bothofusattitedinourbw^ 

along the streets hand m hand, my tamer gnus^ 

the cathedral monuments, talking m a low o 

victones, and commending the heroes to y 
attention. I understood very eafly cathedri 

to imitate them. While we remainim m ^ hi, 
he talked of glory and Old England, an ^^foduce 
voice in the midie of a murmured , ^ recurre*^ 

Nelsons name or some other great mans, an , , ^e8S 

regularly ‘What arc we for now» he wuW ^ 

we left our house 1 had to deade ® jj capf*" 

hero or an author, whidi I soon learnt to ‘^j^j.^jpeare, 

aous resolution We were one Sunday tor b ^ 

another for 'NelsonorPitt. ‘Nelson, papa. 
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frequent rejoinder, and he never dissented, but turned his 
steps toward Nelson’s cathedral dome, and uncovered 
his head there, and said: ‘Nelson, then, to-day’; and we 
went straight to his monument to perform the act of 
homage. I chose Nelson in preference to the others 
because near bed-time in the evening my father told me 
stories of our hero of the day, and neither Pitt nor Shake- 
speare lost an eye, or an arm, or fought with a huge white 
bear on the ice to make himself interesting. I named 
them occasionally out of compassion, and to please my 
father, who said that they ought to have a turn. They 
were, he told me, in the habit of paying him a visit, when- 
ever I had particularly neglected them, to learn the 
grounds for my disregard of their claims, and they urged 
him to intercede with me, and imparted many of their 
unpublished adventures, so that I should be tempted to 
give them a chance on the following Sunday. 

From The Adventures of Harry Richmond. 
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W H HUDSON 

THE rUMA 

The pu™ ,,, w.th thp EjcEpfon “15”' *' 

mo5t pUyful animal m existence T h' "^^joctcr- 

Felid* spend a large portion of their time i 

istic gambols, the adults, however, at^uir „ccasioi'* 

dignified demeanour, only the female playing 

with her offspnng, but this she alvrap 0°®*^ indulge'! 

formality of manner, as -oung a"*! 

in not spontaneously, but for the sake of .^nter 

os being a necessary part of their eduauo^ b 

has described the lion $ assumption of P***?. alwaj* 

than Its most serious moods Thepurruat ® , j^d 

a kitten, taking unmeasured delight in its « 

when, as often happens, one lives alone m of 

will amuse itself by the hour fighting moc 

playing at hide-and-seek wth imaginary ,n 

lying in wait and putting all its Icept » 

pracuce to capture a passing butterfly ** 

young male for four months, which spent its w 

pUying with the slaves 7^ ' nJhungry 

not refuse any food offered to it, but ^ inclined 

It would bury the meat m the sand, and . ,-ash 
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and this animal, in seven or eight years, had never shown 
a trace of ill-temper. When approached, he would lie 
down, purring loudly, and twist himself about a person’s 
legs, begging to be caressed. A string or handkerchief 
drawn about was sufEcient to keep him in a happy state 
of excitement for an hour; and when one person was 
tired of playing with him he was ready for a game with 
the next comer. 

I was told by a person who had spent most of his life 
on the pampas^ that on one occasion, when travelling in 
the neighbourhood of Cape Corrientes, his horse died 
under him, and he was compelled to continue his journey 
on foot, burdened with his heavy native horse-gear. At 
night he made his bed under the shelter of a rock, on 
the slope of a stony sierra®; a bright moon was shining, 
and about nine o’clock in the evening four pumas appeared, 
two adults with their two half-grown young. Not feel- 
ing the least alarm at their presence, he did not stir; and 
after a while they began to gambol together close to him, 
concealing themselves from each other among the rocks, 
just as kittens do, and frequently while pursuing one 
another leaping over him. He continued watching them 
until past midnight, then fell asleep, and did not wake 
until morning, when they had left him. 

This man was an Englishman by birth, but having 
gone very young to Soutli America he had taken kindly 
to the semi-barbarous life of the gauchos,® and had imbibed 
all their peculiar notions, one of which is that human life ‘ 
is not worth very much. ‘What does it matter?’ they 
often say, and shrug their shoulders, when told of a 
comrade’s death; ‘so many beautiful horses die!’ I asked 
him if he had ever killed a puma, and he replied that he 
^ The plains. ® Mountain. ® Cowboys. 
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had killed only one, and had sworn never to kill another 
He sa d that while out one day with another £* ® 

looking for cattle a puma was found It sat up with to 
back against a stone, and dd not mote even when w 
companion threw the noose of hta lasso oser tts nec 
My informant then ^ smounted, and, drawing his kn e, 
adsanced to kill it, still the puma nude no attempt to 
free itself from the lasso, hut it seemed to knoW, he saio, 
what waa coming, for it bepn to tremble, the tears ran 
from Its eyes, and it whined in the most pitiful manntf 
He killed it as u sat there unresisting before him, « 
after accomplishing the deed felt that he had committ 
a murder It was the only thing he had eter done to 
hia life, he added, which filled him with remorse wh'” 
he remembered « This I thought a rather startlmi 
declaration, as I knewthatbehad killed several * 

of his own speaes m duets, fought with knives, m * 
fashion of the gauchos . . 

AU who have killed or witnessed the killing of t 
puma — and I base questioned scores of hunters on t * 
point — agree that it resigns itself m this unresisting', 
pathetic tiunner to death at the hands of man Ciau lo 
Gay, m his Natural Hntury of Cfe/i.uys, ‘When ^ 
by man its energy and daring at once forsake it, an i 
becomes a weak, tnoffensive animal, and trembling, ^ 
uttenng piteous moans, and shedding abundant tears 
seems to implore compassion from a generous 
The enemy is not often pnerous, but many ^ 

have assured me, when speaking on this subject, 
although they kill the puma readily to protect t w 
domestic aninuls they consider it an evil thing ° , 
ns 1 fe m desert ydaces, where it is man s only trien 
among the wild an mais 
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When the hunter is accompanied by dogs, then the 
puma, instead of drooping and shedding tears, is roused 
to a sublime rage: its hair stands erect; its eyes shine like 
balls of green flame; it spits and snarls like a furious tom 
cat. The hunter’s presence seems at such times to be 
ignored altogether, its whole attention being given to the 
dogs and its rage directed against them. In Patagonia 
a sheep-farming Scotdiman, with whom I spent some 
days, showed me the skulls of five pumas which he had 
shot in the vicinity of his ranche. One was of an excep- 
tionally large individual, and I here relate what he told 
me of his encounter with this animal, as it shows just 
how the puma almost im'ariably behaves when attacked 
by man and dogs. He was out on foot with his flock, 
when the dogs discovered the animal concealed among 
the bushes. He had left his gun at home, and having 
no weapon, and finding that the dogs dared not attack 
it where it sat in a defiant attitude with its back against 
a thorny bush, he looked about and found a large dry 
stick, and going boldly up to it tried to stun it with a 
violent blow on the head. But though it never looked 
at him, its fiery eyes gazing steadily at the dogs all the 
time, he could not hit it, for with a quick side movement 
it avoided every blow. The small heed the puma paid 
him, and the apparent ease with which it avoided his 
best-aimed blows, only sert'ed to rouse his spirit, and at 
length striking with increased force his stick came to the 
ground and tvas broken to pieces. For some moments 
he now stood within two yards of the animal perfectly 
defenceless and not knowing what to do. Suddenly it 
sprang past him, actually brushing against his arm with 
Its side, and began pursuing the dogs round and round 
among the bushes. In the end my informant’s partner 
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appeared on the scene wvih hts nfle> and the punia ^ 
shot. 

In encounters of this land the most cunous thing is 
that the puma steadf^tlf refuses to recognize an eneffl? 
in nun, although it hnds him acting m concert with iB 
hated canine foe, about whose hostile intentions it has 
no such delusion 

linqmredof the comandante, and of others, whether 
anv case had come to their knowledge m that district m 
which the puma had shown anything beyond a ntw 
passive fntndliness tovrards man, in reply they lEia 
the following inadeni, which had occurr^ at the Sa«" 
dillo a few years before my Tisit The men all went 
out one day beyond the frontier to form a tmCy ** ** 

called, to hunt ostnehes and other game The hunters 
numbenng about thirty, spread ihemseUes round ift * 
Ta« nng and, adi-anong towards the centre, drove the 
animals before them During the excitement of th® 
diasc which followed, whde they were all 
presenting the ostriches, deer, etc., from doubling la® 
and csaping, it was not noticed that one of the hunters 
had d sappeared his horse, however, returned to its home 
dunng the crening, and on the next morning a fre^ 
hunt for the lost man was organized He was eventu^lf 

found lying on the ground w\th a broken leg, where h* 
had been thrown at the beginning of the hunt. * ® 
related that an hour after it had become dark a puma 
appeared and »t near him, but did not seem to notice 
him. After a while it became restless, frequentlv gomS 
away and returning, and fmaliy it kept away so long, that 
he thoug! t tt had kft him for good A^ut 
he heard the deep roar of a jaguar and gave himsJf up h* 
lost By raising hitmclf on his elbow he was able to see 
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the outline of the beast crouching near him, but its face 
was turned from him and it appeared to be intently- 
watching some object on which it was about to spring. 
Presently it crept out of sight, then he heard snarlings 
and growlings and tlie sharp yell of a puma, and he knew 
that the two beasts were fighting. Before morning he 
saw the jaguar several times, but the puma renewed the 
contest with it again and again until morning appeared, 
after which he saw and heard no more of them. 

Extraordinary as this story sounds, it did not seem so 
to me when I heard it, for I had already met with many 
anecdotes of a similar nature in various parts of the 
country, some of them vastly more interesting than the 
one I have just narrated; only I did not get them at first 
hand, and am consequently not able to vouch for their 
accuracy; but in this case it seemed to me that there was 
really no room for doubt. All that I had previously 
heard had compelled me to believe that the puma really 
does^ possess a unique instinct of friendliness for man, the 
origin of which, like that of many other well-known 
instincts of animals, must remain a mystery. The fact 
Aat the puma never makes an unprovoked attack on a 
uman being, or eats human flesh, and that it refuses, 
except in some very rare cases, even to defend itself, does 
not seem really less wonderful in an animal of its bold 
an sanguinary temper than that it should follow the 
traveller in the wilderness, or come near him when he 
les s eeping or disabled, and even occasionally defend him 
rom its enemy the jaguar. We know that certain 
sounds, colours, or smells, which are not particularly 
noticed by most animals, produce an extraordinary effect 
species; and it is possible to believe, I tliink, that 
^ nman.form or countenance, or the odour of the 
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human tody, may also hare the effect on the puma of 
suspending iis predatory instinca and inspiring it with a 
gentleness towards man, which wc are only accustomed 
to see in our domesneated carnisores or in feral animals 
towards th«e of their own spcacs Wolves, when 
pressed with hunger, will sometimes devour a fellon 
wolf, as a rule, however, rapaaous animals will starve 
to death rather than prey on one of their own kind, nor 
IS it a common thing for them to atnek other species 
possessing instincts similar 10 their own The puma, we 
have seen, violently attacks other large carnivores, not to 
feed on them, but merely to «ttsfy its animosiqt, and, 
while respecting nun, it is, within the tropics, a great 
hunter and eater of monkeys, which of all animals m«t 
resemble men \Vc can only conclude with Humboldt' 
that there is something mystenous in the hatreds and 
affecBons of animals 

From Tht Y«turu/;ir w La Plata 


R W G KINGSTON 

INTELtlCEBCe IS ASTS 
IVt hare arrived at this condusion The insect is not 
a blind automaton There is a ray of consaous thought 
running through its whole life 

This view, I fear, will meet with opposition T® 
Bethe* the insect is a thoughtless automaton, to Loeb* 
It is only another kind of plant, to Lefroy* it is a machine 

‘ Afcicaiidet BironronHomboMtliTfiv-iSj;) German latunl*^ 
^breeht Bethe (b 1(71) Gertnan physiologist 
Loeb German h olopst 

H. M Lrfroy (1*77 191^ English eotomologut. 
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without cmotionj to Fabre^ it is just a shade over the 
mechanical, possessed of a something which he calls 
Discernment, yet, withal, an extreme conservative, 
‘learning nothing, forgetting nothing,’ and without the 
slightest gleam of reason. 

It is necessary, therefore, to establish our position, and 
demonstrate Intelligence in insect life. 

We begin with the ants. 

Their Intelligence as Excavators 

The ordinary plan of excavation is for ants to carry 
out earth and pitch it outside the nest. There is nothing 
particular to note about it. All the ants engaged at the 
task behave in the same way. 

But now and again we meet with an incident where 
the ants behave in an unusual manner and in doing so 
show remarkable judgment. 

For instance, Messor barharus, the Indian harvester, 
digs its nest on the ordinary plan. But one day I met 
with a deviation. Nine ants were making a nest which 
%\'as situated on a slope. The earth which they brought 
out was piled into a heap, flat on top but precipitous in 
front. Of the nine ants, eight were diggers. These 
eight carried out the earth and laid it on the flat top of 
the heap. The ninth ant behaved differently. It never 
went into tire nest for earth, but remained on the top of 
the heap close to the edge of the precipice. Its business 
was altogether different from the others’. For as fast as 
the eight put their loads on the heap, this particular ant 
picked up each load and pitched it over the brink of the 
precipice. Thus it was clear that the making of the 
heap was the duty of this particular ant. 

^ Jean-Henri Fabre (1823-1915), French naturalist. 
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Other tUusiratiotB of this rcUy system hate b«n met 
with m the American Tropio Bates' describes the 
excayations of Entm hpuns One set of excavators 
earned up earth, their comrades, ‘with an appearance o 
forethought that quite staggered him,’ relieved them o 
their burdens, and earned them a sufficient distance from 
the hole to prevent them filling back again. 

Belt* forced a nest of (Etedema to migrate The ants, 
however, dunng the migration, did not carry theif burdens 
in the usual way There happened to be a slope on their 
line of march See the effect it had on the ants 
divided themselves into two parties One party took the 
loads to the top of the and from there rolled them 
down to the bottom The other party kept at the f«>* 
of the slope, picked up the fallen leads and carried them 
to the new nest 

Now, can we explain these co-ordinated actions m 
terms of instinctive impulse^ 1 cannot belioe it ' 
need not discuss Belt’s example The intelligence 
employed is so glaringly obinoos But take the nme 
ants making the heap Eight were diggers one * 
heap-maker The plan of work was quite unusual A* 
3 rule all the excavators both carry out earth and con- 
struct the heap Bui then, in this case, their heap 
unusual It was fiat on top and precipitous in front, the 
unusual shape be.ng due to the fact that the nest was 
situated on a slope. It was in order to meet the 
situation that the ants had changed their ordinary metb i 
and had assigned to one pirticular ant the shaping at* 
general construction of the heap 

» WUlMin Bitcj (ita5-it9a), aoihor of Tie ifoHtralut ee 
Snaxjxtt 

* TTiomM Belt •otltor of A HeturaBA W hKWVJ**’ 
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In the Himalaya I came across a better example. 
Myrmecocyshis setipes is a powerful ant which was active 
at a height of 4,000 feet. It had made a nest on the 
side of a bank. The ejected earth ran down from it in 
a shoot, like a landslide on the face of a hill. The shoot 
was very steep and crumbling, and as each ant carried 
out its load, it slipped on the loose material and tumbled 
down to the bottom of the slope. The ants, however, 
refused to be defeated. After some days of slipping and 
falling they managed to devise an ingenious plan of getting 
over this serious difficulty. They assigned to one par- 
ticular ant the duty of consolidating and hardening the 
ground. This ant set about collecting pebbles whicli it 
found near the foot of the shoot. These pebbles it 
carried up the shoot and spread them out in the form of 
a platform at the very top of the shoot, that is just outside 
the moutli of the nest. 

This was tremendous labour for one ant. The carry- 
ing of the pebbles up the slippery shoot was a task that 
lasted several days. It required all the labourer’s strength, 
and caused it innumerable falls. It was interesting to 
see selection at work. The ant never took the first 
pebble that offered. Several were examined, picked up 
and tested, until one was met with that fitted the job. 
Moreover it did not place its pebbles haphazard; it care- 
fully found a suitable spot for the fitting of each load. 
The final result was a platform of pebbles on which the 
excavators walked easily, and no more of them fell down 
the slope. 

Can we deny intelligence to this? Is this the action 
of an automaton, a thing that works blindly like a machine? 
Is this the mere reflex activity of Bethe or the plant-like 
behaviour of Loeb? Of course it isn’t. Intelligence runs- 

L 
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can get them to give us an enormous cone of earth, an 
instinctive piece of work, but we shall never obtain the 
juxtaposition of three grains of sand, a reasoned bit of 
work,’ I maintain that the crater built at Tenby is a 
reasoned work of juxtaposition. 

From Problems of htsthict mid Intelligence. 


LORD AVEBURY 

MY WASPS 

My wasps, though courageous, were always on the alert 
and easily startled. It was, for instance, more difficult 
to paint them than the bees; nevertheless, though I tried 
them with a set of tuning-forks covering three octaves, 
with a shrill whistle, a pipe, a violin, and my own voice, 
making in each case the loudest and shrillest sounds in 
my power, I could see no symptoms in any case that they 
■were conscious of the noise. 

The following fact struck me as rather remarkable. 
One of my wasps smeared her wings with syrup, so that 
she could not fly. When this happened to a bee, it was 
only necessary to carry her to the alighting-board, when 
she was soon cleaned by her comrades. But I did not 
know where this wasp’s nest ^vas, and therefore could 
not pursue 3 similar course with her. At first, then, I 
was afraid that she was doomed. I thought, however, 
that I would wash her, fully expecting, indeed, to terrify 
her so much that she would not return again. I there- 
fore caught her, put her in a bottle half full of water, and 
shook her up well till the honey was washed off. I 
then transferred her to another bo^e, and put her in the 
sun to dry. When she appeared to have recovered I let 
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her out she at once Rew to her nest, and 1 never expected 
to see her n To my suiprtsc, m thirteen trunuW 
the brave httle insect returned as if nothing had happened, 
and continued her visits to the honey atl the aitemo^ 
This expenment interested me so much that I repea ^ 

It with another tnatked wasp, this time, howe\ er, kcepino 
the wasp in the water uH she was quite motionless an 
insensible \Vhen taken out of the water sl^ 
recovered, I fed her, she went quietly away 
as usual, and returned after the usual absence The n 
morn ng th s wasp was the first to visit the honey 
I was not able to watch any of the above-tnentio 
wasps for tnore than a few days, but I kept a specime 
of Polistes galhca for no less than nine months 
I took her, with her nest, m the Pyrenees, 

May The nest consisted of about twenty cells, t 
majority of which conuincd an egg. but as yet no gni 
had been hatched out, and, of course, my wasp 
yet alone in the world . . 

I had no difficulty in inducing her to feed on tny hat’ 
but at first she was shy and nervous She kept bet stin^ 
m consunt readiness, and once or twice m the tr^ 
when the railway officials catoe for tickets, and 
compelled to burry hei back into her bottle, she stun 
me slightly — I think, however, entirely from frigm ^ 
Gradually she became quite used to me, 

took her on my hand apparently expected to be fed 

even allowed me to stroke her without any appe* 
of fear, and for some mondis I never saw her stwg 
When the cold weather came on she fell into a dra" ^ 
sute, and I began to htl* she would hibernate 
the winter I kept her m a dark place, but watched 
carefuJl , and fed her if ever she seemed at all resuess 
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She came out occasionally, and seemed as well as usual 
till near the end of February, when one day I observed 
she had nearly lost the use of her antennw, tlrough the 
rest of the body was as usual. She would take no food. 
Ne.xt day I tried again to feed her; but the head seemed 
dead, though she could still move her legs, wings, and 
abdomen. The following day I offered her food for the 
last time; but both head and thorax were dead or paralysed; 
she could but move her tail, a last token, as I could almost 
fancy, of gratitude and affection. As far as I could j udge, 
her death was quite painless; and she now occupies a 
place in tlie British Museum. 

F rom jlnts^ Bees, and TFasps. 


ALGERNON BLACKWOOD 

DUDLEY AND GILDEROY 

And while the two uninvited guests was thus each 
minding his own business in his own quiet way, behaving 
admirably, the Tea Party in the flat below began to move. 
The table was spread, the guests arrived, Mrs. de Mumbles 
receiving them, the flood of conversation roared. To 
Dudley, listening, it was like the roar he once knew on 
the parrot’s peak in Princes Island, when the whole vast 
spread of his native forest, stretching to the sky, echoed 
with the squawking, screaming concourse of collective 
speech. 

His cage was placed where all could see him, and the 
story of his capture, exaggerated out of all recognition, 
was given over and over again, gaining new detail with 
each repetition. He had, apparently, bitten the porter, 
made countless eloquent remarks, had whistled, sung. 
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andcomfomWcjhadobviousljescipcdfromalwm 

he was not kindly treated Dudley, the G'^ 2';; 
Parrot with the tall, was admired, pette^ 
spealc, then abused for his obstinate silence, by nu® 
MsitoTs of either sex. Jabi2 

‘Why should he talk if he doesn’t want to? sa® » 
eye*gla«d man from one of the embassies 

“They know when they’re well off,' comment a^ 
‘They re uncanny birds My husband once * 
she slipped into an interminable and pointless 
a bird that proved to have been, after all, a mere 
"They lue for ages,’ remarked another, some say 

a thousand yean t,,,r 

And no one,’ intcmipted a third, ever kno 
sex, I m told ’ fourth, 

Beause both sexes by <gg»>* eommcn*®“ * 


even m capmity’ . .» _uWik. 

It 8 lucky you don’t keep a cat, Mrs de h “ 

from a fifth, ‘proverbial enemies, aren’t they? never 

Dudley, listening to the diorus of chat ^ 

ceased, gave no sign that he did so Aware * 
the cloned of all observers, he remained adora > 
silent He kept himself to himself, it was ^^d 

that he offer^ himself for admiration '*jtnable 
dignified, he watched the game, the one unpar 
fault in which, he noticed, was to be without speecn ^ „ 
have nothing to say was unforgivable T e P ^ ^ 
even when they said nothing, always talked, an^ 
better to talk all at once than not to utter he 

Dudley, if supenor, did not emphasize it, • j^just 
did not show it. He watched ringed 
tentatively between tfie bats, heard female voices 
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a childish babbling tone as though they addressed a baby 
in its perambulator; listened also to numerous remarks 
about parrots in general, and about himself in particular 
that showed abysmal ignorance, yet he betrayed no hint 
of what he thought about it all. If depressed and weary, 
he mastered himself and the situation in this happy 
way — ^by an impenetrable silence that was not without 
its grandeur. 

Occasionally, without visibly moving his beak, he gab- 
bled to himself, but so low tliat his '’adnauseamadnameam- 
adnamearn ^ was not audible; and beyond this heavenly 
gabble he uttered no single sound — nor meant to until 
the right moment had arrived, and this right moment, 
it turned out, was the tail of the noisy over-crowded 
party. 

The majority of the guests had left; the rest hovered 
in the narrow hall over endlessly lingering good-byes. 
These, as in his own practice, should have been brief, 
effective, neat, but this final little group made them ver- 
bose, incoherent, silly. A good exit-sentence seemed 
beyond them, they hovered over mumbled insincerities; 
the bow-out smile of their hostess, produced at the wrong 
moment, became a set grimace, so that Dudley, watching 
the prolonged performance, having already disliked the 
entire gathering, now positively felt loathing for its 
disappearing tail. Would it never end, this wriggling, 
noisy tail? 

With the dignity due to perfect inner and outer poise, 
he observed the wearisome detail from the middle of his 
perch, his head cocked a trifle sidew'ays, eyes boldly 
glittering, alert but undemonstrative. ‘I,’ his attitude 

^ ad nauseam (three times repeated), meaning (literal!}') ‘to the point 
of disgust’ and in general ‘too much of anything. 
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susgcstcd, ‘when I’ve had enough, just withdraw with 

my little bow and my kindly wnilc If I add a wor , 

It 15 a brief one, plain |>eihaps, but couneous And on 
this, I retire' 

SCTCtal of these guests included him m their long fare- 
wells, waving a hand, a glove, or tweaking the bars of 
his cage He was voted a fine bird, but uninteresting 
because he wouldn’t perform ’ A performance, certainlyj 
he had not granted, for like any other artist he was not 
to be won too easily Thus, only at the eleventh hour 
did he grant his favours to the late group in the hall, 
considering that the right moment had come at last 
He now, therefore, suddenly produced one of his b«t 
numhers with startling abruptness, entirely unprovoked, 
and without a hint of veaming So unexpected was it, 
indeed, that the women sprang back, taken coinplct**7 
by surprise One of them screamed, a second sloppw 
her eare and shut her eyes tightly but left her mouth 
wide open The others, male and female, gasped and 
stared Dudley, as intended, had made a really gtea^ 
impression 

His opening note was a penetrating shriek of such 
violence that the rubbish and bno-k-brac hanging on the 
walls posmvdy rattled This pierang shriek, rising and 
falling, was repeated seven times, and immediately follow- 
ing It, but in gentler and more musical tones, came the 
syllables he loved so dearly 

‘Gilder-rry' Gilder-rey' Gilder reyl’ 

There was affecuoti in the voice, there was longing, 
passion, there was a note of summons, but there was a 
note of warning, too Sevfen umes m rapid succession 
the lordly bind produced thts poignant call 

And the owner of the name, having long since left his 
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dizzy edge and now biding his time in a cramped space 
beneath a plush sofa, heard it, and knew his hour had 
struck. His friend had not forgotten, much less failed 
him. It was the psychological moment for his intro- 
duction. His uncanny instinct guided him infallibly. If 
he now showed himself it must be obvious to all that he 
was the parrot’s friend, and as a result he would not be 
kicked out into the street. On the contrary, he would 
be welcomed. He decided to act. 

Gilderoy, therefore, in all his ginger frightfulness, 
puffed cheeks, torn ears, sprayed whiskers, flat skull, lean 
skinny back and unkempt tail — Gilderoy, in his blaze of 
auburn beauty, his patched eye squinting more than ever 
— emerged. He came into full view, marched across 
the hall, neatly picking his way between brown and 
buckled shoes, leaped soundlessly on to the table where 
the cage stood and then, to the amazement of everybody, 
deftly inserted a velvet paw between the bars within easy 
reach of the parrot’s deadly mandibles. 

There was a collective gasp. There was a hush of 
admiration. 

It was a signal for a fresh outburst of human voices. 
Surprise, laughter, approval and dismay, each had its turn. 
One lady, subject to catphobia, stifled a scream and took 
her departure instantly, hardly finding breath to say good- 
bye; a second having already collapsed upon a broken 
chair, collapsed upon it again; others cried loudly: ‘A 
cat! A red cat! There’s going to be a fight!’ and 
asked where it came from. 

_ Gilderoy’s move, that is, produced exactly the impres- 
sion he had calculated. 

‘^Vhy, I do believe they know each other!’ cried a 
discerning artist in a stock collar. ‘Gilderoy, of course, 
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be the cat s name Look at them, will you’ 
look at theml , 

Dont touch theml Don’t intcrferel’ CTclajmeO 
others Just watch' , 

For Dudley, faithful comrade that he was, rose gallanUf 
to the occasion He had known the vrarning call 
reach the cat no matter where he hid, and his frien > 
tnck was plain as day to him. He did not fail that fnen 
now Ashamed, perhaps, of his ruffianly appearance 
among these well-dressed folk, he played the 
Dudley,’ as he loved to assure himself, ‘is not a snob 
When the velvet piw, therefore, came toward hi® 
through the bars, he gated down at it with a moment or 
two of areful contemplation, then edged delicately 
the perch until he reached u, lowered his dangerous bea 
very slowly, felt the paw with a tiny rubbing motion to 
and fro, and—tendetly kissed ii. 

Good-bye for the present, he then remarked m » 
(ju et version of the Vicars vwtt, but so low that M 
one seemed to hear him The chorus, besides, drown 
all except the most penetrating tones The entire 
applauded, the men drawing attention to the fact 
the animals were obnousJy, if mysteriously, good friends, 
the women giving birth to tncpressions of ecstatic adora 
tion that betrayed the maternal instinct lurking even in 
the dimmest females. During which. Red 
dropping snurtly from the table, arched his ugly 
stiffened his skinny tail into a ramrod, lifted his 
eye heavenwards and, pumng loudly, began to rub hi®^ 
self affectionately to and fro against his hostess s p " 
s Ik stockings 

From liudlty and Gddtnj 
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HENRY WILLIAMSON 
tarka’s escape 

Tarka^ sank all but his nostrils in a pool and waited. 
He lay in the sunlit water like a brown log slanting to 
the stones on which his rudder^ rested. The huntsman 
saw him. Tarka lifted his whiskered head out of the 
water, and stared at the huntsman. Hounds were speak- 
ing just below. From the pool the stream flowed for 
SIX feet down the smooth slide up which he had crept. 
When Deadlock® jumped into the pool and lapped the 
scent lying on the water, Tarka put down his head with 
hardly a ripple, and like a skin of brown oil moved under 
the hound’s belly. Soundlessly he emerged, and the sun 
glistened on his water-sleeked coat as he walked down 
on the algse-smeared rock. He seemed to walk under 
their muzzles slowly, and to be treading on their feet. 

Let hounds himt him! Dont help hounds or they II 
'^1‘op himl 

The pack was confused. Every hound owned the 
scent, which was like a tangled line, the end of which 
tvas sought for unravelling. But soon Deadlock pushed 
through the pack and told the way the otter had gone. 

As Tarka was running over shillets,^ with water scarcely 
enough to cover his rudder. Deadlock saw him 
nnd with stiff stern® ran straight at him. Tarka quitted 
the water. The dead twigs and leaves at the hedge- 
l^ottom crackled and rustled as he pushed through to the 
^eadow. While, he was running over the grass, he could 
hear the voice of Deadlock raging as the bigger black- 

^ Tarka was an otter. 2 Tail. ® The leader of the hounds. 

* Small flat stones. ® Tail. 
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Id »h,» hound stniEElod *'“6'’ 

b„»bte und honopucUo b,n« on 

of m=do«, chnibod ±t bunt, nrd 

,o.Br,od,oud ■rhouu,r.co^h'^^^„„„ 

^ on, »nd non vohon on „ejdo« 

boro down upon him he did not go boc 

.cross wb ch hounds were .m.m.ng « ■>" 
shudders the crimson Iler»" 

while human figures rose out of it, an po sun- 

under .he motor-coach, and came out cf 

sh ne, heanng abme the ^ XulUng 

hounds trjnng to scramble up the high 
each other down in their eagemea 

He ran m the shade of the . nj cn«heJ 

piper,binanaandofingcskins,agarette btgE^^ 

drSjte bo.«. A long ^llow 
.nd bigger bnfore '""b (y„b ,m.tting <(« 

peered down at him aa he pass^ « ,_v,ch for hi» 
iJnm two hundred prds of dre “ ueng 

was a place of choktngstitilcsand hurtful „ „s 

m die ditch, he harkened to the clamour efengm, ^ 
tone as hounds leaped down into ^ v. j»nk, 
for another two hundred prds, then dim 
pushed through dusty leases and grasses the 

would hold him, and down the sloping ^ntil 

stream. He splashed into the water ^d ^ 

rocks and boulders rose before him ^e a 
walked over them. His rudder ®^an2 

lichens left a Strong scent behind him. ,^“‘“r;7.oogue 
over the green-shadowed grassland, threw 
before the padc- , „ce w** 

In the water, throu^ shallow and pool, J"^oi 
steady, but not humed, he moved faster than tn 
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he insinuated himself from slide to pool, from pool to 
boulder, leaving his scent in the wet marks of his pads 
and rudder. 

People were running through the meadow, and in tire 
near distance arose the notes of the horn and hoarse cries. 
Hounds’ tongues broke out united and firm, and Tarka 
knew that they had reached the stream. The sun-laden 
water of the pools was spun into eddies by the thrusts of 
his webbed hindlegs. He passed through shadow and 
dapple, through runnel and plash. The water sparkled 
amber in the sunbeams, and his brown sleek pelt glistened 
whenever his back made ripples. His movements in 
water were unhurried, like an eel’s. The hounds came 
nearer. 

The stream after a bend flowed near the roadway, 
where more motor-cars were drawn up. Some men and 
women, holding notched poles, were watching from the 
piJ's — sportsmen on wheels. 

Beggars’ Roost Bridge was below. With hounds so 
near Tarka was heedless of the men that leaned over the 
stone parapet, watching for him. They shouted, waved 
hats, and cheered the hounds. There were ducks above 
the bridge, quacking loudly as they left the stream and 
waddled to the yard, and when Tarka came to where 
they had been, he left the tvater and ran after them. 
They beat their wings as they tried to fly from him, but 
he reached the file and scattered them, running through 
them and disappearing. Nearer and nearer came Dead- 
lock, with Captain and Waterwitch leading the pack. 
Huntsman, whippers-in, and field were left behind, 
^’■t'tggling through hedges and over banks. 

Hounds were bewildered when they reached the yard. 
They ran with noses to ground in puzzled excitement. 
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Capum’s shnll >oice told that Tarka had gone under » 
gate Waterwitch followed the wet seals in the dast, 
but turned off along a track of larger webs The line 
was tangled again Deadlock threw his belying tongue 
Other hounds followed, but the scent led only to a du 
that beat its wings and quacked in terror before theoi 
A man with a take drove them off, shouting and threaten* 
mg to smke them Dewdrop spoke across the yard an 
the hounds galloped to her, but the line led to a 
which they tned to leap, hurling themseb cs up and foiling 
from the top bar A duck had gone under the gate, bur 
not Tarka 

All scent was gone Hounds rolled m the dust or 
trotted up to men and women, sniffing their pockets fof 
food Rufus found a rabbit skin and ate »t, 
fought with Sandboy — but not seriously, as they feared 
eachother, Deadlock went off alone And hounds were 
waiung for a l«d when the sweating huntsman, P'7 
pot»hat pushed back from his red brow, ran up with^« 
two whippers-in and called them into a pack again T e 
thick scent of the Muscovy ducks had checked the hunt. 

From Tarka thi Otttr 
By spteial fermissitn tf the Author and ^ 

Putnam t Sons, Ltd 


STELLA BENSON 

THE HUMOUR OF THE ELEPHANT 

I WENT on a Christmas visit to eleven elephants m R*J' 
putana. 1 had never met an elephant as man to 
or elephant to elephant — before, except, of course, m ih® 
Zoo, where they are radier conKiously exotic. But there 
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in the jungle in Rajputana, nothing was allowed to be 
exotic — not even the jewelled Maharajah, into the radius 
of whose immense hospitality I was accidentally swept. 
Our gorgeous camp, which had a hint of old leisurely 
pretty battlefields about it, the glittering turbaned soldier 
at the door of each frilled and painted tent, the huge tall 
wagonette drawn by two trotting camels, the cramped, 
mazy, romantic ways of the castle, the little yellow capital 
city of the kingdom . . . none of these were exotic, boxed 
in, as they were, by that clear burning sky and that infinite 
round horizon. Large bald-faced, wistful monkeys stood 
out conspicuously against the low yellow wilderness that — 
in Rajputana — is called the jungle; blackbuck and nilghai^ 
frequented the near horizon unashamed; jackals sat as 
publicly as dogs in the shade of shrivelled shrubs, and as 
for the peacocks and the kingfishers and the hoopoes, 
they took upon themselves the duty of flowers in that 
sad, unbounded garden. 

So that when, for the first time, I motored to a meet 
with the intention of watching falcons and a tame lynx 
bring hares or tigers — (and what not) — to my feet, it did 
not seem fantastic to find myself surrounded by a high 
wall of benevolent elephant feces. I don’t know any- 
body else with such a humorous face as an elephant; each 
of its little eyes is set in a wreath of smiles, and when it 
lies down to let you mount — ^forelegs straight out for- 
ward, back legs straight out backward — it is a sort of 
idealized Fatty Arbuckle. 

I chose my mount for the hunt, a small, merry elephant 
With a kind of antimacassar painted in scarlet on its brow. 
I climbed on to its obligingly recumbent form by means 
of a ladder and sat on a canvas pad, holding on desperately 
* Antelope. 
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„ .h, ws,Wt of . Lvonod I 

the elephant s neck wielding a gigphant had a 

,„ch word a. b de„.-wh, not') ^ ^ J tnink 

platfalwayoftnimpetingthtooghainadly g ^ 

lh>e„ 1. L eithe, hoted o, ei«^ 
niher like charging gears on a Fo , 
was that passers by were soaked to ntounteJ 

The field cons sted of about forty The 

on horses, some on pomes, and on ^ 

elephant contingent was subdivided in . of 

sitting in furnished pastlions on tail, slow 

super-dreadnought type, and youngers 

me, who took the destroyen part in ? hang- 
up and down on the saddles ortymS 

made-for two There 1^ also the » UrS* 

a handsome eagle-like bird ’ j an ox 

number of mmions, carrying hooded taw^ 
cart, carrying an •nsc.ble-Wk.ngWindfoldrf^ 
ox cart hurried industriously after the nun , 
arrived too Ute, to the increasing annoyance 

^ Whenever the hawks were released, *^^^^„ement 
cheered loudly Perhaps this well t'-» 

d ^concerted the hawks, for, although the g . 
knee-deep m game-hares, partndges t.rd> 

on all sides from under our charging tecr 
either glued themselves to the sky, or , mting 

to the highest tree m sight and sat on it, rn ^ 
their feathers in order Nearly all our 
in lunng sulky hawks from trees by means o 
birds flapped about the ground with *'”"8 ^ert 

phants were much more keen, running h«viiy 
Lre they saw and trying to soar after the soaring 1“ 
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ridges. My elephant nervously uprooted and stuffed into 
Its mouth young shrubs as it thundered along, trumpeting 
breathlessly between mouthfuls. I was sorry that no 
hare was sporting enough to allow itself to be caught by 
these means. 

Trying to forget its empty bag, my elephant led the 
stately procession home at sunset through the little yellow, 
sandy town that is the capital of our Maharajah’s king- 
dom. In the torchlit booths. the citizens bowed and 
blessed the procession in slow sing-song. The proud, 
prudish faces of the camels seemed to boast of their gaudy 
burdens as they passed usj little dusty children, naked 
except for silver anklets, asked for alms in high, metallic 
voices and, outside a temple, two fierce, urgent bells rang 
one against the other. 

_ I watched the elephants in lighter vein next day run- 
ning a race. Their riders were mostly nervous amateurs, 
who knew no word of elephant language, and saw no 
difference between Hut^ and HelL^ (If this should meet 
the eye of an elephant, I hope he will excuse my spelling, 
which is purely phonetic.) The elephants smiled in a 
long row but, smile they never so wisely, they entirely 
failed to grasp the theory of the entertainment. They 
bought that they were taking part in a kind of royal 
inusical ride, and when, at the sound of the pistol shot, 
oy moved forward with serene dignity, not even the 
abel of shrieks and curses from the amateurs on their 
acks could induce them to fall out of line. In a perfect 
*’ow they started, in a perfect row they proceeded very 
s owly along the track, pensively waving their trunks to 
’^cp one another in step; in a perfect row they breasted 
t e tape at the other end. And then they all sighed, 
^ Go back. a Go on. 
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happily, saushed to feel th« they bad done their duty 
It was the most imptessne race I eser saw 

From Tht Little ll^ertd 


DHAN GOPAL MUKERJI 

LEARHISC TO FtY 

By the time he was fisc weeks old he could hop out of 
his binh«nest and take a dnnk from the pan of 
left near the pigeon holes Even now he had to be *«“ 
by his parents, though esery day he tried to get food on 
his own account He would sit on my wrist and dig “P 
a seed at a time from the palm of my hand He ju|g'ed 

It two or thtee ucnes m his throat like a juggler thnW"! 
up bMls m the air, and swallowed it Every tunc Gay 
^eckdid that, he turned hisheadand looked intomyey®* 
as much as to say ’Am 1 fiotdomg it well’ Vouinusc 
tell my parents how clever 1 am when they come doi^ 
from sunning themselves on the roof ’ All the »rrie, 
was the slowest of my pigeons in developing h<s powers. 

Just at this time I made a discovery I never knew 
before how pigeons could fly in a dust storm without 
going blind But as I watched the ever growing Gay* 
^«k I noticed one day that a film was drawn ovrr n > 
eyes I thought he was losing his sight In my con- 
sternation I put forth my hand to draw him nearer w 
my face m order to eiaimne him closely No soon«^ 
had I made the gesture than he opened his golden ey» 
and receded into the rear of the hole But just the mu'* 
I caught and took him op on the roof, and m the 
sunlight of May I scrutinized his eyelids ^ ^ 

It was he had, attadicd to his eyelid, another thm n 
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delicate as tissue paper, and every time I put his face 
toward the sun he drew that film over the two orbits of 
gold. And so I learned that it was a protective film for 
the eye which enabled the bird to fly in a dust storm or 
straight toward the sun. 

In another fortnight Gay-Neck was taught how to 
fly. It was not at all easy, bird though he was by birth. 
A human child may love the water, yet he has to make 
mistakes and swallow water while learning the art of 
swimming. Similarly with my pigeon. He had a mild 
distrust of opening his wings, and for hours he sat on our 
roof, where the winds of the sky blew without quickening 
him to flight. In order to make the situation clear, let 
me describe our roof to you. It was railed with a solid 
Concrete wall as high as a boy of fourteen. That pre- 
vented even a sleep-vralker from slipping off the height 
of four storej^ on the summer nights, when most of us 
slept on the roof. 

Gay-Neck I put on that concrete wall every day. 
There he sat for hours at a time facing the wind, but 
that was all. One day I put some peanuts on the roof 
and called him to hop down and get them. He looked 
at me with an inquiring eye for a few moments. Turn- 
ing from me he looked down again at the peanuts. He 
repeated this process several times. When at last he was 
Convinced that I was not going to bring these delicious 
morsels up for him to eat, he began to walk up and down 
die railing, craning his neck occasionally towards the 
peanuts about three feet below. At last after fifteen 
minutes of heart-breaking hesitancy he hopped down. 
Jest as his feet struck the floor his wings, hitherto un- 
opened, Suddenly spread themselves out fiill sail as he 
“inced himself over the nuts. What a triumph! 
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Abouc thB time 1 noticed the change of coIouR 
his fathers Instead of a notidescnpt gray-WuC, a gl«sy 
aquamanne giowed alt cner him. And suddemy on 
morning m the sunlight his throat glistened hlcc mdescen 
beads I 

Kow came the supreme questiojs of flight, I v’aj 
for his parents to teach him the first lessons, thoug 
helped the only way I could 2,\ety day 
minutes I made him perch on my wrist, then 1 
smog my arm up and down many times, and iti o e 
to balance himself on such a difficult perch he ha 
shut and open his wings frequently “That was ^ 

him> but there ended my part of the teaching 
may ask me the reason of my hurrying matter* so. 
was alr«dy behind in his flying lessons, and in June, 
nuns begin to fall m Indu, and with the approach of ^ 
rainy season any long flight becomes impcssible 
wished to train him in learning his directions as soo'^ 

I could . 

Howescr, one day tong before the end of t 

father undertook the task. TTiis particular day a ru 
north wind, that had been sweeping about and 
the atmosphere of the Qty, had just died down, 
sky was clear as a limpid sapphire The spaces 
clear chat you could see the house-tops of our town, 
the fields and arbours cf the country m the fa 
distance About three o’clock in the aftemoou ^ 
Neck was sunning himself on the concrete wall 0 
roof His fadier, who had been flying about m t e ^ » 
came down and pendied next to him. He looked at 
son with a queer glance, « much as to say 
bones, you are neatly three months old, jet you . 
dare to fly Arc you a pigeon or an earthworm* 
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Gay-Neck, the soul of dignity, made no answer. That 
exasperated his father who began to coo and boom at him 
in pigeon language. In order to get away from that 
volubility Gay-Neck moved, but his father followed coo- 
ing, booming and banging his wings. Gay-Neck went 
on removing himself farther and farther, and the old 
fellow, instead of relenting, redoubled his talk and pur- 
sued. At last the father pushed him so close to the edge 
that Gay-Neck had only one alternative, that is, to slip 
off the roof. Suddenly his father thrust upon his young 
body all the weight of his old frame. Gay-Neck slipped. 
Hardly had he hillen half a foot when he opened his wings 
and flew. Oh, what an exhilarating moment for all 
concerned! His mother, who was downstairs dipping 
herself in the water and performing her afternoon toilet, 
came up through the staircase and flew to keep her son 
company. They circled above tlie roof for at least ten 
minutes before tliey came down to perch. When they 
reached the roof the mother folded her wings as a matter 
of course and sat still. Not so the son: he was in a panic, 
like a boy walking into cold and deep water. His whole 
body shook, and his feet trod the roof gingerly as he 
alighted, skating over it furiously and flapping his win^ 
m order to balance himself. At last he stopped, as his 
chest struck the side of the wall, and he folded his wings 
as swiftly as we shut a fan. Gay-Neck was panting with 
excitement, while his mother rubbed him and placed her 
cst against him as if he were a mere baby who badly 
needed brooding. Seeing that his task had been done 
Gay-Neck’s father went down to take his 


From Gay-Neck: The Story of a Pigeon. 
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THE SEAt 

RosAijovD went very ilowly down to the sea’s edge, 
scewped a dry place — »t vm sutpnstng, even after a day s 
lam, how soon one reached dry sand— and sat down, 
spreading her macluntosh about her like a tent The 
ram was quickcnmg « began to patter audibly on the 
mackintosh, to collect in htde gleaming nmlets and 
run down jerkily imo the sand. All was still and ino* 
mate She looked slowly around, and then again at the 
Twulecs While an hour like this was possible, she coiJd 
be happy 

Some insnnct made her look at the sea. At first there 
was nothing, and then a dark object broke the $urfe« 

It looked like the float for a lohster-pot then it mose®? 
and she saw that it w-as a seal It was looking at her 
She did not stir 

For a moment the head mosed indeosnely Doubf 
less the seal could not make her out. Then, with * 
snort which earned perfeedy on the still water, it dt' 
again 

'Oh,' breathed Rosamond, heart-broken, *don t 
away,’ and it seemed that her own oountiy was rejecting 
her if the seal could not trust her not to wish him hann- 
She scanned the sur&ce in an agony, and saw at last an 
unmisukable dark shadow, dear over the white sand 
and there he was again, with a sort of oiled suddenn^ 
away to the right, but definitely nearer, stanng at bet 
VTithout moving, Rosamond began to whistle, m low, 
dear, liquid notes, like tbe ram The dark head became 
absolutely moaonlrss. He was lisrening Then she 
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put into the notes her soul, her happy summers, all her 
childhood, flowing out across the w'ater to him in one 
of the island tunes she had loved ever since she could 
tell one note from another. She whistled to her past 
years, to all that had meant happiness; she called to her 
own country to recognize her, and take her back to it 
again. Her soul and breath were one, and even in the 
uttermost of her appeal she had a sense of ecstasy, as of an 
artist consummating his vision alone, with none to praise 
him. 

Then, slowly and softly, the big seal swam towards her, 
his dark head sleek on the water, his wondering eyes 
fixed upon her. Tears started to Rosamond’s eyes. 

Oh, bless you,’ she breathed, ‘bless you, you darling.’ 
When he was quite near, she began to sing to him, in a 
low voice, clear as her whistle, but not so steady. She 
sang him the ‘Seal Croon,’ and the ‘Seagull of the Land 
Under Waves,’ and all the time the great nursery creature 
stared at her with soft eyes, in attention and vague delight. 
When she stopped, he blew, and made a commotion in the 
water, till she began again. It should have lasted for 
ever. 

He stirred. Something had alarmed him; and, even 
as she realized this, she heard a hearty voice behind her, 
and George came charging headlong over the sandhills, 
ringing down avalanches with each leap. 

Dr-ink to me o-o-nly — ■’ 

The seal gave him a long look, then it looked back at 
osamond, and without a reproaA it was gone, silently, 
^ ack shadow, detached from land and sea. 

From The English Captain. 



Sr LAND AND SEA 

JOHN MASEFIELD^^ 

THE ‘broken heart 

Th. short tommtr orght vns osor, ' jj^o 

me, there was a faint light above the bills . 

in the ship’s lantern felt the «lay beginning 
m the hen coop crowed, flapping his winp ^ 
hour vras full of mystery Though jt WM * ' > 
full of the suggestion of noise ^ the 

a murmur, a sense of preparation Alro y» 
farms ashore, the pails went clanking to . of 

fimdy. from rimo to t.mo, orr. hro.d 
a cow, or the song of some fisherman, as 

in the twilight, to his lobster pots, sculling « > 

Dew had fallen dunng the nigbt ^ 

the Broien Htarly Ipng at anchor there, 
tern burning at her peak, were wet with dew 
dnpped from her running nggmg, the gleam o w ^ 
was upon her guns, upon her rails, upon the 
poop belfry She seemed august, lying 
twilight Her sailors, asleep on her deck, m tne 

below the break of the quarter deck, were 
sleepers The old boatswain, wi the blue jt, 

standing at the gangway watching the dawn, 
sphinx like, symbolic The two men who * ^ ^es, 
him on the quarter-deck spoke quietly, m hush 
lU 
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as though the hour awed them. Even the boy by the 
lantern, far aft, stood silently, moved by the beauty 
of the time. Over the water, by Salcombe, the fishers’ 
boats got under vray for the sea. The noise of the 
halliards creaked, voices called in the dusk, blocks piped, 
coils of rope rattled on the planks. The flower of 
the day was slowly opening in the east, the rose of the 
day was bursting. It was the dim time, the holy time, 
the moment of beauty, which would soon pass, was 
even now passing, as the sea gleamed, brightening, 
lighting up into colour. 

Slowly the light grew: it came in rosy colour upon 
the ship: it burned like a flame upon the spire-top. The 
fishers in their boats, moving over the talking water, 
W’atched the fabric as they passed. She loomed large 
in the growing light; she caught the light and gleamed; 
the tide went by her with a gurgle. The dim light 
itinde her larger than she was, it gave her the beauty 
of all half-seen things. The dim light was like the 
veil upon a woman’s face. She was a small ship (only 
five hundred tons), built of aromatic cedar, and like 
3 II wooden ships she would have looked ungainly, had 
not her great beam, and the height of her after-works, 
given her a majesty, something of the royal look which 
^ ships have in some proportion. The virtue of man 
ad been busy about her. An artist’s heart, hungry for 
'lauty, had seen the idea of her in dream; she had her 
Counterpart Jn the kingdom of vision. There was a 
®Pint in her, as there is in all things fashioned by the 
or man; not a spirit of beauty, not a spirit of strength, 
It the spirit of her builder, a Peruvian Spaniard. She 
a\-’ ^Pvcss of her builder in her, a mournful state, 
3 ■ nd of battered grandeur, a likeness to a tj'pe of man- 



hood Thote ms m hot . 

„ d-oogh, sn *0 host 0^0 Xr . strong* 

„o,o no. gutto ftoo Tfem "^r„f ' „o s oho®'« 
that was clumsy, almost the strength ^th 

from for She cmo fron. . rmn > *o 

h» Jofots Sanding on hot d«t, ono mj 

nnm laid taro-moknohol,. noMo. “'’J,;7"'’';\hoot 
ono fol. pity for *0 ship mh.ch orriod his .t»g 
the »orld Scamon had hood in hor, ^ Sho 

m her. she had housed many wandenng ^ ^ 

was, in herself, the house of her ’ «d, 

made things are, and wherever her ^ J. 
his image, his living memory th«* 

ful, because imperfect, uaspprehendcd faow — od« 
vho had sailed m her had noticed that 
of the rails, the caryatides of the *11 

the figurehead which watched over the ^ 
canen portraits of the one woman But oi 
nouccd, none knew that they touchrf the bi(^y 
of a man, that before them was the builder s 
koy to m. »«! Tho mon »ho saM 
Htart were not gt\en to thoughts a^ut „orld. 
When they lay m port, among all the ships o jjj of 
among the flags and damour, they took no 
beauty They wmild have laughed had 
that all that array of ships, so proud, so beau i 
from the brain of man because a womans 
red It IS a proud ihii^ to be a man, and o 
stir of beauty, but it is mote wonderful to t>e 
and to have, or to be, die touch calling p^j i to 

She had been a week in coming from the 
1 Tbe part of the Thames which lies between London 
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the Start.^ In the week her crew had settled down from 
their last drunkenness. The smuts had heen washed 
from the fife-railsj the ropes upon the pins had lost 
the London grime from the lay of the strands. Now, as 
the sun rose behind the combes, flooding the land with 
light, smiting the water with gold, the boy, standing 
far'aft, ran up her colours, and the boatswain, in his 
blue boat-cloak, bending forward slightly, blowing his 
smouldering match, fired the sunrise gun, raising his 
linstock in salute. The sleepers stirred among their 
blankets', one or two, fully wakened, raised themselves 
upon their elbows. A block creaked as the peak lan- 
tern was hauled down. Then with a shrill wail the 
pipe sounded the long double call, slowly heightening 
to piercing sharpness, which bids all hands arise. 

From Captain Margaret. 


JOSEPH CONRAD 

THE OLD ‘jUDEa’ 

We had fair breezes, smooth water right into the tropics, 
and the old Judea lumbered along in the sunshine. When 
she went eight knots everything cracked aloft, and we 
^d our caps to our heads; but mostly she strolled on at 
e rate of three miles an hour. What could you expect? 
0 was tired — that old ship. Her youth was where 
mine is ^where yours is — ^you fellows who listen to 
's yarn; and what friend would throw your years 
your weariness in your face? We didn’t grumble 
^ er. To us aft, at least, it seemed as though we had 
*^en born in her, reared in her, had lived in her for ages, 
^ Start Point on the South Coast of Devon. 



'soo’n have abused the' old vaUgp 'church at home or 
not being a cathedral 

And for me there vm also my youth t ^ 

patient There was all the East sh.p 

hfe, and the thought that I had been tn^ » 
and had come out pretty well And I 
of old who, centunes ago, went that road m P 
sailed no better, to the land of palms, *nd sp 
yellow sands, and of brown nations ruled by Kt o ^ 
cruel than Nero the Roman and more sp en 
Solomon the Jew The old bart 
with her age and the burden of her cargo, w ‘ ® 
the life of youth m ignorance and hope She 
on through an intermnable procession of Jj . 
the fresh g Iding flashed back at the setung »un» ^ 
to cry out over the darkening seas the wor^ V» 
on her stem, Judto, London Do or Die 
Then we entered the Indan Ocean an 
northerly for Java Head The winds ‘°„a 

Neeles slipped by She crawled on, do or ' 
people at home began to think of posting us as o 

One Saturday evening, I being off duty, t ^ 
asked me to give them an extra bucket of water ^ 
—for washing dothes As 1 did not wish to sere ^ 
the fresh water pump so late, I went forward w 
and with a key m my hand to unlock the forepea s^ ^ 
intending to serve the water out of a spare 
kept there ^ 

The smell down below was as unexpected ^ —fEn” 

fnghtful Onewouldhavethoughthundredso p ^ 

lamps had been flanc^ aid smoking m *bat 
days I was glad to get out. The man wi 
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coughed and said, “Funny smell, sir.” I answered 
negligently, “It’s good for the health they say,” and 
walked aft. 

‘The first thing I did was to put my head down the 
square of the midship ventilator. As I lifted the lid 
a visible breath, something like a thin fog, a puff of 
faint haze, rose from the opening. The ascending 
air was hot, and had a heavy, sooty, paraffiny smell. 
I gave one sniff and put down the lid gently. It was 
no use choking myself. The cargo was on fire.’ 

From Touth. 


H. M. TOMLINSON 

LAND BIRDS AT SEA 

We are nearing the Laccadives.^ A dragon-fly passed 
over the ship on the wind. The wind is south-west, 
and the nearest land in that direction is Africa, over 
one thousand miles away. Some day a sailor who has 
a^taste for natural history will give us the records of 
s voyages, and his notes may surprise the ornithologists, 
caught a merlin in the Red Sea, 
^ ' vvas quite friendly, and took its own time to 
opart when it was released. Another day, while in 
^0 same waters, I was looking at a group of Chinese 
^emen sprawled on the after-hatch, and was wondering 
fouTd ^^Siand a chance group of workers could be 
lisht those models, when a ray of coloured 

^ t)ver them and focused on a davit. It 
bino^^l i^ivd, and I began to stalk it with 

^ srs while it changed its perches about the poop, 
^ Islands in the Arabian Sea. 
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tiU It was made out to be a bee^tcr Then I found 
chief mate was behind me, intent also with hi* 
uUts. We had some bickcnng about it. He 
the bird was a roller, but 1 toW him he should sne 
to his chipping hammer and Icare the birds to 
men. He said he would soon show me who was the 
better man, and escorted me the length of the ship tu 
his cabin, where he produced a bird book, which was * 
log of several long vofages to the Fat East Like » 
many sailors to-day, he « versed in several matters whi 
wc bndamen dunk arc certainly not the business 0 
sailors at all He has been keeping a log of the lan^ 
birds which he has recognized at sea, and hi* reco 
su^ested what an excellent book a sailor who w a'’® 
a naturalist may write for us some day 
'ITus sailor had observed for himself, what naturah*® 
know well enough, that the gulls are rot sea birds a* 
all in the sense that are albatrosses and petrels, and the 
frigate and bo’sun birds of the tropics. When yu'‘ 
see gulls, then land is near, though dirty weather maf 
bide It. The hetnng gulls, kittiwakes, and black , 
never follow a ship to blue water When, outwart 
bound, land dissolves astern, then they too lease you 
You may meet their fellows again off Ushanf or Finis- 
terre if your ship passes not too far from the land, ^ 
should you be well to the westward, then the ship’s next 
visitors will be land birds when approaching Gibraltar 
Several pairs of noddies kept about the ship at th* 
lower end of the Red Sea, and roc because of 
we could give them wcept our society They did n 
beg astern, like hungry guHs, for scraps, but whw ^ 

abou the bows, or manccuvred dose abeam like swaho* 

at play As a feet, I dwnfc diey were tired and wan 
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to rest. Once or twice they alighted on our bulwarks 
and went through some astonishing aerial acrobatics 
while their tiny webbed feet sought the awkward perch. 

After sundown one actually tried to alight on my 
head, while I stood in the dusk on the captain’s bridge 
tvatching its evolutions. It swerved and stooped so 
unexpectedly that I ducked, as one used to at the sound 
of a shell going over. But soon it alighted behind me, 
and it made no more fuss about being picked up than 
though it were a rag. It was only a little sick, but 
got over that, and settled down on the palm of my hand. 
A group of shipmates were overworking a gramophone 
elow on a hatch, where lamps made the deck bright, 
own went the noddy and I to them. Our visitor 
gramophone and took quiet stock 
0 the men who came round to stroke it. It accepted us 
^ though it had known us for years and 

>s was the usual routine. It heard its mate later, or 
records were not to its taste, for it shook 

, ^®“^°lately, waddled a little, and projected itself 
into the night. 

visit^*^ surgeon brought to my cabin another 

anr)°'^(- ^ petrel, about the size of a blackbird, 

it tj/ “'tiform dark chocolate colour. We judged 
form ^nd there was a brief hint of chloro- 

immediately dismissed, for our captain 
MarW? ^ modern version of the Ancient 

We name of science, 

us. guest in life till it was pleased to leave 


From Tidemarks. 
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ROBERT FALCON SCOTT 

FORESTALLED 

It iS wonderful to think that two long marches 
land us at the Pole Wc left our depot to^y " 
days provis ons, so that it ought to be a 
now, and the only appalling possibilttf the 5ig 
Norwegian flag forestalling ours. Little j 

tinues his indefatigable efforts to get 6®*” 

It IS wonderful how he works them up tn his s P 
bag in OUT congested tent. Only 27 niiles from ® 

\\ e taflir to do It now ^ 

Twrdajr, Januarj 16— Camp 68 Heig 9 
T —23 5* The worst has happened, or 
wont We marched well in the rooTning^an“^ 

7 imiles Isoontight showed us mLat 89 4 * 
wesarted off m highspmts mthe afternoon, 
tomorrow would see us at our destination A 
second hour of the march Bowers sharp eyes « 
what he thought was a caitn, he was uneasy a ^ 
but argued that it m ght be a sastrugus * »*** ® tnew 

later he detected a black speck ahead Soon we 
that this could not be a natural snow feature 
inarched on, found that it was a black flag tied to a 
bearer, near by the remains of a camp, sledge tra ^ 
ski tracks going and coming and the clear trace o 
paws — many dogs. This told us the whole 
^orweglans ha\e forestalled us and are first at 
It is a temble disappointment and I am very 
my loyal companions Many thoughts come an 
discussion hate wc had. To-morrow we mu*^ 


I Aa imgulanty fonaed by the wind o 
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on to the Pole and then hasten home with all the speed 
we can compass. All the day-dreams must go; it will 
be a wearisome return. We are descending in altitude 
— certainly also the Norwegians found an easy way 
up. 

Wednesday^ January 17. Camp 69. T. — 22° at 
start. Night — 21°. The Pole. Yes, but under very 
different circumstances from those expected. We have 
had a horrible day — add to our disappointment a head 
wind 4 to 5, with a temperature — 22°, and companions 
labouring on with cold feet and hands. 

We started at 7.30, none of us having slept much after 
the shock of our discovery. We followed the Norwegian 
sledge tracks for some way; as far as we make out 
there are only two men. In about three miles we 
passed two small cairns. Then the weather overcast, 
and the tracks being increasingly drifted up and obviously 
going too far to the west, we decided to make straight 
for the Pole according to our calculations. At 12.30 
Evans had such cold hands we camped for lunch — an 
excellent ‘week-end one.’ We had marched 7-4 miles. 
Lat. sight gave 89°53'37''. We started out and did 
miles due south. To-night little Bowers is laying 
himself out to get sights in terrible difficult circumstances;, 
the wind is blowing hard, T. — 21°, and there is that 
curious damp, cold feeling in the air which chills one to 
the bone in no time. We have been descending again, I 
think, but there looks to be a rise ahead; otherwise there 
is very little that is different from the awful monotony 
of past days. Great God! this is an awful place and 
terrible enough for us to have laboured to it without 
the reward of priority. Well, it is something to have 
got there, and the wind may be our friend to-morrow. 

K 
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We have had a fat Polar hoosh‘ m spite of our chagnn, 
and feel comfortable inside— added a small stick of 
chocolate and the t^ueer taste of a cigarette brought by 
Wilson Now for the run homeand a desperate struggle 
I wonder if we can do it 

From Seolt'i Last Expedition 


GERTRUDE BELL 

AC&OSS the SYRIAN DESERT 
The morning came grey and cheerless with an occasional 
scud of ram We set off about six and took the famibst 
path across barren watercoutsea to Am Zata The 
ram fell upon us and made heavy and sticky going, but it 
cleared before we reached the Am and we lunched there 
and waited for the baggage camels till eleven Kubei« 
was only an hour and a half away, and it being so early I 
determined to refute all the Sheikh's pressing mviutions 
that we should spend the night with him, and push on 
to Hit, three and a half houis further The baggag® 
camels were informed of the change of plan and Fattuh 
and 1 rode on in high spints at the thought of rejoi^ 
ing our caravan that evening For you remember the 
Caravan which wc despatched from Damascus was to wait 
for us at Hit But Wore we reached Kubeisa the rain 
came down again m torrents Now the ground here is 
what the Arabs called ‘sobkha,’ soft, crumbly salt marsh, 
sandy when it is dry, and ready at a moment's notice 
to turn into a world of glutinous paste This is w at 
H did, and smee camels cannot walk m mud, I was presently 
aware of a stupendous downfall and found myself and my 
^ ThicR *oup made ftina pemmican 
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camel prostrate in the sticky glue. It feels like the end 
of the universe when your camel fells down. However 
we both rolled up unhurt and made tire best of our way 
to the gates of Kubeisa. And here another misfortune 
awaited us. The rain was still falling heavy, Abdullah, 
Father of Camels, declared that his beasts could not go 
on to Hit across a road all sabkha, and even Fattuh 
admitted that, tired and hungry as they were, it would 
be impossible. So in great triumph and with much 
praising of God, the Sheikh conducted us to his house, 
where I was seized by a pack of beautiful and very 
inquisitive women (‘They are shameless!’ said Fattuh 
indignantly) and conducted into the pitch-dark room 
on the ground floor which is the living room. But the 
Sheikh rescued me and took me upstairs to the reception 
room on the roof. Everyone we met fell on his neck 
and greeted him with a kiss on either cheek, and no 
sooner were we seated upsuirs and a bonfire of trees 
lighted in the middle of the room, than all the worthies 
of Kubeisa began to assemble to greet him and hear 
the news. At the end they numbered at least fifty. 
Now this was the room in which I was supposed to eat 
and sleep — there was no other. I took Fattuh aside — 
or rather outside, for the room was packed to over- 
flowing — ^and said, ‘The night will be troublesome.’ 
Fattuh knitted his brows and without a word strode 
down the stairs. I returned to the company, and when 
the room grew too smoky with trees and tobacco sat 
outside talking to the Sheikh’s charming son, Naman. 
The rain had stopped. My old acquaintances in Kubeisa 
had all been up to salute me, and I sat by the fire and 
listened to the talk and prayed that Fattuh might find 
some means of escape. He vras as resourceful as usual. 
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Afat a couple of houie he letutned and said, ‘IVi* 
you, pe^enon, O Muhamnud We an, ready 
had found a couple of camels and a donkey and w 
oS So we took a most affecoonate leave of the Mel 

and left him to ht! nitghdeh > Half the town of Kubeinh 

the female half, followed us through the streets, 
we turned our faces to Htt The two amels »r^ 
our diminished loads Fanuh rode the donkey (it 
so small that his feet touched the ground and he ptesen y 
abandoned it in favour of one of the baggag* 
and sent it back) and I was supposed to ride my rra 
But she had a sore heel, poor little thing, and kept stum 
bling m the mud, so I svalked most of the way 
left at 2 30 and had two and a half hours before su 

The first part ofour way sm hard and dry, presen y 

saw the smoke of the Hit pitch fires upon the boriw^ 
and when we had passed between some low hillSj 
was the great mound of Hit and its single f 

front of us There remained an hour and a 
journey, the sun had set and our road was “ 

The camels slipped and slithered and ° jf 

Their legs are like soap,’ cepbmed the camel boy 
the rain had fallen again we should have been 0 
But It kept off till just as we reached Hit The 
sail loomed through the night and we could just 
enough to keep mo e or less to our read— less rather 
more — ^but not enough to make out whether 
mud or sulphur pools lay m front of us So wc 
great travellers, Fattuh, the mare and I, 
wet and weary, tnidging duough the dark, an 
I make no doubt, hie so many vagabond^ a” ^ 
inglonously en^ed our fine adventure T e 
• Pipe 
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stands outside the town; the khanji is an old friend. ‘Ya 
Abud I ’ shouted Fattuh, ‘tire caravan, our caravan, is 
it here?’ ‘Kinship and welcome, and may tire earth 
be wide to you! They are here!’ The muleteers 
hurried out, seized my bridle, seized my hand in theirs 
and laid it upon their forehead. All was safe and well, 
we and they and tlie animals and the packs. Praise 
God! there is no other but He. The khanji brought 
me tea, and various friends came to call. I dined and 
washed and went to bed. 

And so you see, we have crossed the Syrian desert as 
easily as if it had been the Sultan’s high road, and we 
have made many friends and seen the ruins we went out 
to see, and over and above all I have conceived quite a 
new theory about the medieval roads through the desert 
which I will prove some day by another journey. And 
all that remains is the hope that this letter, which is the 
true history of all, will not be lost in the post. 

From The Letters of Gertrude Bell. 


T. E. LAWRENCE 

THE VERITABLE DESERT 

In the morning Auda ^ had us afoot before four, going 
up-hill, till at last we climbed a ridge to a plain, with an 
illimitable view down hill to the east, where one gentle 
level after another slowly modulated into a distance only 
to be called distance because it was a sober blue, and more 
hazy. The rising sun flooded this falling plain with a 
perfect level of light, throwing up long shadows of almost 
imperceptible ridges, and the whole life and play of a 
1 Sheikh Auda abu Tayi. 
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complicated ground^em— but a transient one. for, « 
we looked at it, the shadows drew m towards the da , 
quivered a last moment behind their mother-banks, and 
went out as though at a common signal Full corning 
had begun the nvcr of sunhght, sickcmngly m the tuii- 
face of us moving creatures, poured impartially on every 


stone of the desert 

The Fejr Bedouin, whose property it was, called our 
plain El Houl because it was desolate, and to-day ^ 
rode vnthout seeing signs of life, no tracks of 
no lizards, no burrowing of rats, not even any bi 
We, ourselves, felt tiny m it, and our urgent progress 
across its immensity was a stillness or immobility o 
futile effort The only sounds were the hollow echoes, 
like the shutting down of pavements over vaulted pla^ 
of rotten stone slab on stone sUb when they ulted 
our camels’ feet, and the low but piercing rustle of t * 
sand, as it crept slowly westward before the hot win 
along the worn sandstone, under the harder overhanging 
cape which gave each reef its eroded, rmd like shape 
It was a breathless wind, with the furnace taste some* 
times known in Egypt when a khamsin ^ came, and, as 
the day went on and the sun rose in the sky it 
stronger, more filled with the dust of the Nefudh, t e 
great sand desert of Northern Arabia, close by us over 
there, but invisible through the haze By noon it b ew 
a half gale, so dry that our shrivelled lips cracked 
and the skin of out fuxs chapped, while our 
gone granular, seemed to creep back and bare our 
ing eyes The Arabs drew their headcloths ^ ^ 

across their noses, and pulled the brow-folds forward i 

vizors w ith only a narrow, loose-flapping slit of vision 
* A hot itind wliich filb tia air wiih desert sand 
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We plodded on all day (even without the wind for- 
bidding us there could have been no more luxury-halts 
under the shadow of blankets, if we would arrive un- 
broken men with strong camels at cl Fejr), and nothing 
made us widen an eye or think a diought till evening, 
calm and black and full of stars, had come down on us. 
We had covered about fifty miles, so we halted. 

Before dawn tlie following day we started, and at the 
height of noon reached the well of our desire. It was 
about thirty feet deep, stone-steyned, seemingly ancient. 
The water was slightly brackish, but not ill-tasting when 
drunk fresh; though it soon grew foul in a skin. The 
valley had flooded in some burst of rain the year before, 
and therefore contained much dry and thirsty pasturage: 
to this we loosed our camels, to crop industriously till 
nightfall, then we watered them again, and pounded 
them under tlie bank a half-mile from the water, for 
the night: thus leaving the well unmolested in case 
raiders should need it in the dark hours. Yet our sentries 
heard no one. 

As usual we were off before dawn and reached our 
stage, Khabr Ajaj, just before sunset, after a dull ride 
over a duller plain. The pool was of this year’s rain, 
good for camels and just possible for men to drink. We 
had thought to find Howeitat^ here; but the ground 
was grazed bare and the water fouled by their animals, 
while they themselves were gone. Auda searched for 
their tracks, but could find none: the wind-storms had 
swept the sand face into dean, new ripples. However, 
if ■v)ve went away northward, we should find them. 

The following day, despite the interminable lapse of 
time, was only our fourteenth from Wejh; and its sun 
1 A coastal tribe 
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row upon irt agim tturchtng, orer fl»o of liroe^we 
anJ tind, towanli a distant cotnct of the Gfwt ^ef'-'lh* 
the famous belts of nntbsiune wbteh cut o*f Jebel Shito^ 
mar from the Syrian Desen. Palgrjvc,* the Blunts 
and Gertrude Bell * amongst the I'oned travellers h^ 
crossed it, and I begged Auda to bear off a little and let 
us enter It, and their company but he growled that tn^ 
went to the l^efudh only of necessity, svhen raiding, and 
that the son of hii father did not raid on a tottentig, 
mangy camel Our business was to reach Affaja * 1 '^ 
From Rni!t »<i thf Dttnt 


J A SPENDER 


TUTAMtltAlHH and his THASUaB 
Wn*N I was in Cairo m January of this year, clouds o^ 
tounsts wrere descending on the country They 
coming in ship-loads, four or five hundred at a tiin^r 
crowd ng out the hotels, thronging the bazaars, bu)ing 
indiKnminitcIy, and making Paradise for the dragomen- 
Americans were, of course, the great majonty, but 
English, Germans, Italians, French and Scandinavum* 
were also of the company This, I was told, seas only 
a beginning In the following year double the number 
were expeaed, and already most of the berths in world" 
touting steamen, and a brge number of the rooms in the 
hotels. Were booked for 1937 One optimist predicted 
that within seven yeais there would be daily services of 


. who irarelfcd mth h « wde m 

Anba betw«a ,877 
Seepage 194 
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airships and aeroplanes which would bring week-end 
tourists by the thousand from all the capitals of Europe. 

Tutankhamen ^ has done it ora large part of it. The 
enormous advertisement which Eg)'pt has had through 
and since the opening of the famous tomb in the Valley 
of the Kings has set all the world talking about her. 
There are great and beautiful tilings all over the world 
which intelligent people would equally wish to see, but 
for ordinary folk the Tutankliamen remains have a 
lure which few or none of the others possess. They are 
not battered relics of antiquity, but things new and 
bright coming straight from the three tliousand-year-old 
tomb, as if they had been deposited there yesterday. This, 
from an artistic point of view, ought, I suppose, to be 
counted a fictitious advantage appealing only to vulgar 
minds. Yet I defy anyone of ordinary susceptibilities 
not to feel a certain awe and ivonder as he looks at the 
belongings, precisely as they saw and handled them, of 
men and women who lived before Moses and Agamem- 
non, and when Greece and Rome and the Christian 
era were undreamt of. It is only Egypt that can show 
these things, and, through the interest which has been 
aroused in them, it is gradually being brought home 
to tlie rest of the world that the whole country is an 
incomparable museum of human origins in which all 
civilized peoples have an interest. 

The glories of Tutankhamen have certainly not been 
exaggerated. After seeing them I am even tempted 
to say that the half has not been told. No verbal des- 
criptions or photographs can do justice to the miracles of 
art and craft that are now on view in the Cairo museum. 

^ In 1923-4 Lord Carnarvon and Mr. Howard Carter, excavating 
in the Valley of the Kings, discovered the tomb of Tutankhamen. 
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Whe*et for brad ofoots cov^og '"f art 

»„„» .„m=rc..s of 4e )™dlo.-. oM 
„q„n»g o rtugoifyiog gto •» ,d cotBrt 

dioe objoco are unsunassoble The pra ^ 
and Wt’ of TutaiJihemen, which '’™ af 

to Cairo at the beginniiig of JaniiarT, ate th j^b. 
the coBectioii. and literally they leaae one 
The modeUmg of the eoffin, showing aJ 

of .he figure, i. <» "lo “f„d. 

work on it a mirade of beauty The tw ^ 
outstretched arms and wings which form a 
central inscription are a triumph of so emn ^jj,g 
perfect harmony with the simple and serene Im 
face a. *e head of die ooBin And how »“ ““ 
to die •mast,' wh.eh i. to fact a hf«ia= 
gold with lines of blue enamel on the a jhe 

Ld^drew, one sees the hoy Hog m life 
same compelling charm that anes one m aU his 7 onn 
This bust wiU probably rank as the supreiM »as«ip 
otlhepenoi The di.og wmed at rt perfeedy a^”_ 
pbshed, the mastery of the difficult material « ^ ^5 

there is a real emotion graTely restrained whi s 
its glitter and colour and somehow cotnmunica 
mfinitc regret. Under it might have been wri 
qua fata asfera rumpaty tu Martellut ml * 

The anthropological interest is enormous, 
lecuon of walking-sticks with the figures o op 
on iheir handles is in itself a whole portrait ^ 

contemporary types wrought with such exquisite 
and realism that you seem to see the actual living 
before you One, probably an Assyrian, looks * 
t A cjwKaooa from VergB’t /EuaJ *0X11(111 tiou but break 
tan cf tnbbon &(«, tbou tbalt be our bUrceUua.’ 
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evangelical clergyman of the nineteenth century and he is 
ignominiously tied up with a Nubian negro, as if to give 
a hint of the reverse side of the culture of ancient Egj’pt. 
Seeing all these objects together sets one speculating on 
the culture and the general mode of life that they imply. 
It is certain that these beautiful thrones, chairs, beds, 
chariots, alabaster vases, linen chests, statuettes and other 
artistic treasures were in surroundings to match, and one 
sees in imagination the sumptuous palace from which 
they were taken. 

But the Tutankhamen objects, though the latest and 
the best advertised, are only a small part of the treasures 
of Egypt. The Cairo museum is overflowing with 
beautiful and wonderful things to be seen nowhere else 
in the world; the country is sown with tombs and temples 
and half-explored sites, any one of which may produce 
wonders equal to those of the Tutankhamen tomb. 
Under the new impulse given to Egyptology, all the 
principal universities in the world and societies and schools 
of archeology are raising funds and seeking concessions 
to dig in Egypt. And presently, artists and art critics 
will come to Egypt, as they ought to have done long ago, 
and make a serious attempt to appraise her contribution 
to the art of tlie world. The idea that Egyptian art 
was a conventional thing of stale repetitions without 
interest to the historians of art could never have survived 
any serious examination of the low-relief sculpture of 
the tombs, but it becomes sheer nonsense in view of the 
proofs now coming to light of the great artistic period 
which followed the reforms of Akhnaten and lasted on 
into the period of reaction. Egypt is ripe for a Ruskin ^ 
to write about her ‘Stones,’ and in the next few years, 

^ John Ruskin (1819-1900), author of The Stones of Venice, etc. 
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LAFCADIO HEARN 


THE STRANGENESS AND CHARM 
or JAPAN 

Mv own fret imptoBiora of Japn— >po S fdooW® 


My own first impressions ol japan— ~ j„„i„less 
«h.te sunshine of a perfect spnng 
much m common with the uvenge of j 

I tememhet mpccully the wonder end the delate 
vision The wonder end the delight have nCT 
away they are often revived for me even now, y 

chance happening, after f<>”'>“” 72 '’,°V°inrn-or at 
the reason of these feelings was difficn I to learn ' 
least to guess, for I cimnotr.datm to tnow 
Taoan Lone ago the best and dearest Ja^ 
a I ever had® sail to me. a h.tle before hi. dea* 
\Vhen you find, m four or five yean more, 
cannot understand the Japanese at all, then you '"‘ a 

to know something about them’ After having 

thetruthofmyfnend sprediction— after havmgdiscove 
that I cannot understand the Japanese at all I ce 

qualified to attempt this essay .Umos 

As first perceived, the outward strangeness ot tnii o 
in Japan produces (m certain minds, at least) a qu 

thnll impossible to describe— a feeling of weirdness w 

comes to us only with the perception of the total y 
familiar You find yourself moving through queer si^ 

streetsfullofoddsmallpeople,weatmgrobcsan san 

extraordinary shapes, and you can scarcely distinguish the 
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sexes at sight. The houses are constructed and furnished 
in ways alien to all your experience; and you are astonished 
to find that you cannot conceive the use or meaning of 
numberless things on display in the shops. Food-stufis 
of unimaginable derivation; utensils of enigmatic forms; 
emblems incomprehensible of some mysterious belief; 
strange masks and toys that commemorate legends of gods 
or demons; odd figures, too, of the gods themselves, with 
monstrous ears and smiling faces — all these you may 
perceive as you wander about; though you must also 
notice telegraph-poles and type-writers, electric lamps and 
sewing-machines. Everywhere on signs and hangings, 
and on tlie backs of people passing by, you will observe 
wonderful Chinese characters; and the wizardry of all 
^ese texts makes the dominant tone of the spectacle. 

Further acquaintance with this fantastic world will in 
nowise diminish the sense of strangeness evoked by the 
first vision of it. You will soon observe that even the 
physical actions of the people are unfamiliar — that their 
Work is done in ways the opposite of Western ways. 
Tools are of surprising shapes, and are handled after 
surprising methods; the blacksmith squats at his anvil, 
wielding a hammer such as no Western smith could use 
Without long practice; the carpenter pulls, instead of 
pushing his extraordinary plane and saw. Always the 
left is the right side, and the right side the wrong; and 
kej's must be turned, to open or close a lock, in what we 
ure accustomed to think the wrong direction. Mr. 
Percival Lowell has truthfully obsen''ed that the Japanese 
®peak backwards, read backwards, write backwards — ^and 
that this is ‘only the ahc of their contrariety.’ For the 
habit of writing backwards there are obvious evolutional 
reasons; and the requirements of Japanese calligraphy 
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suffiacntly explain why the artist pudies his brush or 
pencil instead of pulling it. But why, instead of putting 
the thread through the tyt of the needle, should the 
Japanese nuiden slip the eye of the needle oscr the point 
of the thread^ Perhaps idle most remarkable, out of * 
hundred possible examples of antipodal action, is furnished 
by the Japanese art of fenang The swordsman, deliver 
ing his blow with both hands, does not pull the blade 
towards h m in the moment of striking, but pushes it from 
him He uses it, indeed, as other Asiatics do, not on the 
pnnaple of the wedge, but of the saw, yet there is a push 
ing motion where we should expect a pulling motion in 
the stroke These and other forms of unfamiliar 
action are strange enough to suggest the notion of a 
humanity even phys call/ as little related to us as might 
be the population of another planet->~the notion of some 
anatom cal unlikeness Ko such unlikeness, however, 
appears to e»«, and all this oppcsiieness probably implies, 
not so much the outcome of a human experience entirely 
independent of Aryan espenence, as the outcome of an 
experience evolutionally younger than our own 

Yet that experience has been one of no mean order 
Its maiufestauons do/iot merely startle they also del ght. 
The delicate perfection of wot icmanship, the I ght strength 
and grace of objects, the power manifest to obtain the 
best results with the least material, the achieving of 
mechanical ends by the simplest possible means, the com 
prehension of irregulanty as aes^etic value, the shape! - 
ness and perfect taste of everything, the sense displayed 
of harmony in tints or colours — all this must convince 
at once that our Ocadem has much to learn from 
this remote Clvlllzaaor^ not only m matters of art and 
tastes, but in matters likewise of economy and utility It 
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is no barbarian fancy that appeals to you in those amazing 
porcelains, those astonishing embroideries, those wonders 
of lacquer and ivory and bronze, which educate imagina- 
tion in unfamiliar ways. No: these are the products of 
a civilization which became, within its own limits, so 
exquisite that none but an artist is capable of judging its 
manufactures — ^a civilization that can be termed imperfect 
only by those who would also term imperfect the Greek 
civilization of three thousand years ago. 

From Japa7t. 


REGINALD FARRER 

A LIVING BUDDHA 

And now, to console me for the locked doors that every- 
where defrauded my hopes, Mr. Christie suggested that 
I might like to have an audience of tlie Living Buddha 
of Nalang, the oldest and holiest and most important of 
the sacred personages at that time in the walls of Jo-ni 
Abbey. To this I eagerly assented, and we turned down 
a side street and stopped at the door of a neat new house 
to inquire of its keeper whether His Holiness would 
receive us. The door-keeper attendant was a magnificent 
sight of a man of the finest Tibetan type, huge in bone 
and stature, witli the monumental head of some Roman 
Emperor, enlightened by friendly brown-velvet eyes and 
a glittering show of teeth perpetually displayed in smiles. 
Stately in his swathings of purple he stood before us, then 
turned to ascend the little wooden stair to inquire his 
master’s will. A moment later he was beckoning us up, 
and we duly followed. We found ourselves in the neatest 
of pin-clean low ante-rooms, panelled in bright pitch- 



pine, as It might have been any just-completed vestry 
The room beyond was the sanctum, and of the same 
scale and decoration 

And here, on his dais beneath the latticed paper w mdow, 
the Sacred Body of Nalang sat cross-legged in hieratic 
attitude, and his cross-shouldered robes of golden 
shimmered softly m the subdued sunlight of the room. 
Etiquette absolutely forbidsa Living Buddha to anse from 
his seat, but the Holiness of Malang received us with the 
utmost fnendliness, and invited us up on to the dais to 
sit and have a talk, while he bade the attendant prepare 
us the inevitable dnnk of tea The Sacred Body, it was 
evident, had for lo teiunt a wise and sound being, its 
face was tnarltcd with good breeding and alea interest, 
and Its whole presence rotated rather learning and balance 
and kindliness than that extraordinary emanation of 
impregnable felia^ which one only meets with once or 
twice m one’s life— if one has the high fortune to meet 
It at all— <nd which, wherever met, in whatever country, 
sex, or creed, is the unmistakable sign of that happiness 
incarnate which is the Buddhahood, the perfected wisdom 
that stands for ever beyond reach of sorrow or uncertainty 
The conversanon proceeded freely, facilitated by the 
kindness of Mr Chnsue Indeed, the difficulty of the 
situation was only increased by his kindness, for, the more 
willingly did he lend himself to talking for me of Buddhist 
feith to the Buddha, the more scruple did I necessarily 
fed about presuming on a generosity so willing and so 
tare However, vievps of the world and its prospects 
were freely exchanged, and His Holiness showed lively 
interest on heanng that I had vnsited the Eight Sacred 
Places of Ce^on and possessed leaves from the holy tree 
at Anuradhapura, for the days of those far pilgrimages 



RtGINALD FARRER 


209 

are past for the faithful of the nortiiern school, Singhala 
the holy is no longer even a name to the brethren of the 
north, and no more do the Buddhas and searchers of 
China and Tibet follow the footsteps of Huen Tsang 
across the wilderness of Asia to tlie blessed spots of tlte 
soutli. 

And then I asked him of his own life, and how it 
passed in the abbey. He gave me the tale of studies and 
services, and the correspondence that a Living Buddha 
has to entertain with the other churches and manifesta- 
tions diroughout Tibet. We talked of Labrang, and he 
told me that the dominant Buddha there was good, but 
in the hands of a Chapter full of wickedness, ambition, 
and rebellion (in fact, they say that the chief manifestation 
at Labrang is at present only a child). Then came tea 
in a superb squat old teapot of burnished copper, which 
spouted its contents through the mouth of a gaping dragon 
in brass; after which it grew time to be moving on our 
way, so as not too long to disturb His Holiness from the 
Scriptures that lay open before him on the little low table. 
The Living Buddha now reminded his acolyte in an aside, 
and suddenly was presenting me with that small, fringy, 
silken scarf which all over Tibet serves as a visiting-card, 
and is a mark of friendship signed and sealed between 
giver and receiver. This one was of white, but often 
they are of a very soft and lovely watery blue. By an 
irony of trade they are all made in South China, and in 
the exigencies of friendliness among the Tibetan abbe}'s 
one never can keep these scarves of blessing as one could 
wish, but they flow out right and left. This was my 
first experience of the genial pretty custom. Bowing, I 
received the offering, laid across my outstretched wrists, 
and deplored that, not forewarned, I had not armed my- 
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self With any return, such as etiquette ordinarily demands, 
to show that the all ance is equal on both sides Then 
we got up to go, and lo* a miracle, unique m Mr Cbnstsc s 
expenence, as Mr Chnstie's own broad mindedness 
remains at present unique in nunc. For suddenly the 
Living Buddha rose from his sacrosanct posture, and was 
actually escorting me to the door in an unheard-of super 
fluity of condcsccns on, perhaps granted to me as one ot 
his own Cuth, but anyhow arousing wonder in all who 
heard or saw It was not till we reached the threshold 
of the outer room that at last I could prevail upon His 
Holiness to desst and return to his mediaaons on his 
throne 

From 0" the Eav/t ej the Jh^erlJ 
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SIR ARTHUR KEITH 

EARLY MAN 

In tracing the various kinds of men who lived in the 
Neolithic^ period, the open country, the river valleys, 
and the submerged land surfaces served us very well. 
When, however, we try to follow man beyond the bounds 
of the Neolithic period — beyond the time at which the 
Thames was depositing the deepest layers of ballast gravel 
in her ancient bed — we must seek sequestered nooks where 
the earth keeps a more orderly register of events than in 
the turmoil of flooded valleys. The ideal place we seek 
is a cave, particularly a limestone cave, for the drip from 
the roof, laden with lime salts, seals up with a covering 
of stalagmite" any bones which chance to lie on the floor. 
The floor of such a cave is always having additions made 
to it. If men make their hearths on it, human debris 
accumulates. Chips and dust are always falling from the 
roof; the mud washed in by rain or flood is added to other 
accumulations. In course of time tlie floor may grow 
until it actually reaches the roof, tlius obliterating the 
cave. If no living thing has visited the cave as it became 
filled up, then the strata of the floor are ‘sterile’; but if 
men have used the cave as a habitation or as a passing 
shelter, or if they chance to die or are buried there, then 
^ The later Stone Age. - An Incrustation of lime. 
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cnh bund s.».um of to X»°J 

i^,oI.top=to-*= tosof .he PtoM 

We cannot begin a brief suncy of how ^ ^ 

OTrtd of Ptol.to mn Im j, coast 

piofiolly to by “bi'’5 ““' “rl *_ of tht sub- 

S'~;s-^,-3;"r-S 

BSx"f,fes; 

4 o seaward face of the d ffs, 30 f«t above the » 
not beyond the teach of the waves in ume of stOT 
S uL. part of the etghteend. 
dscoveiy of eannet forms of animals-dephanb r 

SSSSSis 

remains m the floorofthePaviUndcave 

bfovight Dean Buckland, then reader of 

Uniwre ty of Oxford, hot foot to South 

The Dean found abundance of the bones of th , ^ 

animals ,n the straU of die floor he 

skeleton of a tall m3I^ coloured red w * ’ sly 

s de by side w th the bones of extinct an mals C J 
shaped flint implements, with ornaments and i P 
worked in bone and in irory, Uy m the same 
The Dean was able to explain the occurrence of a huim 
skeleton s dc by s dc with die bones of exunct aiumais 
t The earbest Stooe Age 
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a manner satisfactory both to himself and the men of his 
time. The animals were pre-diluvian; they had been 
swept within the Paviland cave by the great Flood through 
which the ark rode in safety. The human remains were 
post-diluvian^; they had been buried tliere by people who 
had settled in Britain after the universal Deluge. It was 
then an article of faith that man did not exist in Western 
Europe before the Flood. 

About the same time a Roman Catholic priest, the 
Rev. J. MacEnery, stationed near Torquay, became 
interested in caves. In 1825, in one of the wooded dales 
lying behind the picturesque town of Torquay, on the 
south coast of Devonshire, Mr. MacEnery began to 
explore that great rambling subterranean series of cham- 
bers known as Kent’s Cavern. In the dense layer of 
stalagmite covering the floor of the cave, he found imple- 
ments in stone and in bone, shaped by the hand of man, 
mingled with the bones of the same extinct animals as 
Dean Buckland had found at Paviland. The priest had 
the courage to draw a just conclusion from these observa- 
tions in Kent’s Cavern, and to face the opposition of the 
Dean and of the opinion of his time. Mr. MacEnery 
was convinced that man had lived in England as a con- 
temporary of the mammoth, the rhinoceros, the cave- 
bear, and all those animals which we now know were 
native to Europe before our present climatic conditions 
dawned with the advent of Neolithic man. Mr. Mac- 
Enery did not dare to even publish his records; they were 
discovered and published by the Torquay Natural History 
Society many years after his death. It was thus a priest 
who first broke into the world of Palaeolithic man — ^at 
least in England. 


^ After the Flood. 
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How slowly a belief m nun's antiquity made headway 
will be realized if we follow Sir Charles LycU m his 
journey abroad m 1833 Hc» the great geologist, was 
preparing a third edition of his Prtnctplts, and, as was hiS 
habit, visited every site in Europe where any d scovery 
of note had been made. In 1833 his way lay through 
Belgium, and he stopped at Liege to see one of the Pro- 
fessors at the University — Dr Schmerlmg The bants 
of the Meuse, before this nver reaches Liege, are flanked 
by steep limestone di^ often 200 feet in height On 
their vertical face open many rambling caves. Dr 
Schmerlmg had been caught in the vortex of cave eaplor- 
ation, and was able to place before the English geologist 
ifi 1833 'he results gamed by four years of severe toil 
in over forty caves The collection represented diose 
exonct forms of animals which Dean Buckland discovered 
in the Welsh csve, but Dr Schmerlmg had found them 
in greater abundance and m greater variety The same 
evidencesof man's presence were found mingled with the 
fossil remains of aninuL— -worked flint implemens, 
weapons and ornaments in ivory and in bone In one 
of the eaves— that of Engis— Dr Schmerlmg found a 
human skull, besides other fragments m the same cemented 
stratum of stalagmite as contained the fossil bones The 


cranium, saysDr Schinetlmg,'wasDnetwithatadepthof 
a metre andahalf (Reatly5 feet), hidden under an osseous 
breccia, composed of the remains of small animals, and 
containing one rhinoceros tusk. The eirtb which 
contained this human skull exhibited no trace of disturb- 
ance, t«th of rhinoceros, hone, hyena, bear, surrounded 
« all sides ’ Dr Schmerling had thus advanced our 
owedgeofmansantiqmtyapomtbeyond thatreached 
7 t e Rev Mr MacEnery at Lents Cavern Ivot 
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only had he found proof of man’s existence with animals 
now extinct — ^animals which had disappeared from the 
face of Europe before the Neolithic age dawned — ^but he 
had actually discovered Palaeolithic man himself. Sir 
Charles Lyell was a true scientist, with an open and just 
mind, but he turned away from Dr. Schmcrling’s discovery 
— still sceptical. Thirty years after the date just men- 
tioned (1833), Sir Charles published a work which 
convinced thinking minds that man’s antiquity was 
infinitely greater than usually believed. It took the scien- 
tific world thirty years to assimilate Schmerling’s discovery. 
The discovery of the remains of a human being as the 
contemporary of extinct animals was more than even the 
open, well-balanced mind of Sir Charles Lyell could 
admit in 1833. Schmerling’s work, like that of other 
pioneers, had to wait for a new generation. 

From The Antiquity of Man. 


•SIR E. RAY LANKESTER 

AND EARLIER BEASTS 

There are a good many instances in which small living 
animals were represented in the past by gigantic forms 
very close in structure to tlie little living beasts, but of 
much greater size. Hence it is concluded that these 
particular living animals are the reduced and dwindled 
representatives of a race of primeval monsters. , There 
is some truth in this, as you will see from the history of 
the living sloths and armadilloes of South America, as 
compared with the giant extinct sloths and armadilloes 
dug up in that country.. The .same relation is true as 
to the kangaroos and wombats now living in Australia 
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as compared with gigantic extinct creatures of the same 
kind which are dug up in Australia m sands and morasses 
of late geological date But tt is a great mistake to con- 
clude from this that it is a law of Nature that recent 
ammals are all small and insignificant as compared with 
their representatiies in the past That « simply not 
true Recent horses are bigger than eainct ones, and 
much bigger than the three-toed and four toed anceston 
of horses Recent elephants are as big as any that have 
existed, and much bi^er than the earlier elephantine 
ancestors There never has been any creature of any 
kind — mammal, repnle, bird, or fish — in any geological 
penod we know of, so big as some of the existing whales, 
the Sperm Whale, the Great Rorqual, and the Whale- 
bone whales It is true that there were enormous reptile* 
m the past, far larger than any living crocodiles, standing 
fourteen feet at the loins and measunng eighty feet from 
the tip of the snout to the tip of the tail, but their bodes 
did not weigh much more than that of a big African 
elephant and were small compared with whales So let 
us be under no illusions as to extiiKt monsters, and pro- 
ceed to look at those of South America with simple 
courage and confidence in our own day 

South Amend was not so long ago a vast island and 
connectedatanearlierperiodwith Australia. Laterithas 
joined on to North Amenca Its own peculiar produc- 
tions In the ivay of animals appear to be the members of 

the group of mammals called Edentata^ very peculiar 

forms, with strange teeth, and none at all in the front of 
the jaws. From North America, when it joined on 
there, it received the mastodons, horses, tigers, tapirs, and 
other kinds produced m die Holarcuc area. This seems 
to have led to the dying oat of the big kinds of Edentata, 
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and now there are only the small tree-sloths, the small 
armadilloes and the strange-looking ant-eaters. But in 
quite late geological deposits in South America we find 
the bones of gigantic armadilloes and of gigantic 
ground' sloths, which lasted on till the time when man 
appeared on the scene, tliough now extinct. A great 
variety of large creatures of the kinds known as Eden- 
tata preceded these in earlier geological times in South 
America. 

The Gl)q)todons, of which there are several different 
kinds, were enormous armadilloes, as big as an ox. Like 
the recent little armadilloes they carried a hard case 
formed by bones in the skin, but tliis was not jointed so 
that they could roll up into a ball, as can the living arma- 
dilloes. 

The Megatherium was nearly as big as an elephant, 
and -was very closely similar in its skeleton and teeth to 
the little living sloths of to-day. But it stood on the 
ground and pulled the trees down in order to eat the 
tender young branches instead of dimbing up into the 
trees and living there as the present sloths do. 

Not quite so big as the Megatherium was the Mylodon, 
which lived at the same time. The remains of both are 
found in the comparatively recent (Pleistocene) gravels 
of tlie Argentine Republic. The skeletons of these 
animals may be seen side by side in the Natural History 
Museum. 


From Extinct Animah. 
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SIR ROBERT BALL 

explorers of the sfy 

It »ai now bs i.soossry ^na^rS 

« understand U m these 

scopes, .5 a vastly more great 

movements than was present^ ^ j,3S 

labours were undertaken In th P depc^ 

been now, for more than one 

from the position it oi«e «^P‘^ , . jg^ohes the 

the known planets Outside that g 

ptoPt Ura™<. which, a. a mcao „f 

millions of mite, ncartp twcnly tiiii« as g 
die Eaith, pcifoims m "“Sj'?, “ virttal » 

eighty-four years Though Uranus 
Jiameter IS more than four umes “ 6'“' ” w the 
Earth, yet it is an object only to be „ 

unaided eye under leij (asoutable pl„et 

eaceplionally cleat and dark night >^“^,^^„^„hed 
SO closely resembles a star that it was of 

by the acuteness of ancient astronomers trom u> 
thousands of similar stellar points It was 
William Iferschel,* with his „ f„pcrb 

scope, to bring the planet Uranus to light by h 

discovery of this great globe m 1782 ,{■ 

For the lapse of aiwther half-century 
Uranus was to be entitled to the position that M 
SO long accorded to Saturn of arcumsctibing 
of our system But m 1846 Uranus was 
seded The discovery of b.eptune is a well 
1 Jolunn KrpVr (1571 i6jq), German aJtronomW 
S Sir VNiUiam Kertctid 
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chapter in astronomy; I have so fully described it else- 
where that I do not propose to enter into it here. Suffice 
it now to say that the planet Uranus indicated by its 
movements the existence of some great orb still more 
remote. The annals of astronomy present no more 
brilliant achievement tlian that by which Le Verrier^ 
and Adams/ guided solely by such indications as the 
movements of Uranus afforded, were conducted to a 
knowledge of the precise spot in the heavens where a 
planet lay on which no human eye had ever gazed. The 
telescopic discovery of this planet, made solely in conse- 
quence of these theoretical indications, was the crowning 
point of the Newtonian doctrine of Universal Gravitation. 
Neptune is the name of the vast orb so revealed; it is 
entirely beyond the scope of the unaided eye. A telescope 
is required to show it, and then the planet appears like 
a star of about the eighth magnitude. 

Before going further, it will be necessary to mention 
the principles by which a planet in actual observation is 
to be discriminated from a star. To the unaided eye 
there is no test that can be applied of a thoroughly reliable 
character, except tliat of the presence or absence of move- 
ment. Jupiter and Venus, no doubt, under certain cir- 
cumstances shine more brightly than any ordinary star; 
but Saturn and Mars might easily be mistaken for stars 
— as indeed they often are. To some eyes, it is true, 
the difference in character between the light from a planet 
and the light from a star is more or less recognizable. 
No sound means of discrimination between the two, how- 
ever, can be procured from this consideration. The only 

^ Urbain Jean Joseph Le Verricr (1811-1877), French astronomer, 

“ John Couch Adams (1819-1891), English astronomer. 



reliable criterion available to the unaided eye is 
by the fact of the planets movement. If tl** 
believed to be a planet be aligrted with the fixed ^ 
Its vicinity, It becomes possible, in months or wee»,^ 
sometimes even in days, to detect the 
exists, and thus to disclose the real character of the o J 
But to those who are observing with a 
contrast between a star and one of the more iroporon 
planets is immediately recc^nized Whatever 
the power of the instrument, the star appears only ii 
a point of light — a point of sun like brilliance, it oaf » 
but still devoid of appreaable form Quite otherwise, 
however, « the telescopic appearance of one ®f 
planets. The instrument displays at once to the *1. 
a more or less globular body, whereof he is not only 
to see theouil ne,but even, in many cases, to discrimn'*^® 
certain fearures or iruricings on the disc In ejomining 
Venus, for instance, it is the beautiful crescent ftnn o 
that body when seen as an evening star or a rooming*®^ 
which first nvecs attention The moon like app«^*"“ 
of this globe IS indeed one of the most stribng features 
disclosed by the telescope m the Solar System In » I®** 
conspicuous manner the planet Mercury also exhibi^B 
ph^ of a moon-1 ke chaiaaer Mars presents to me 
o^n er a globe marked over with features so for 
of ^ing disunguished that maps of his surface, and even 
glob« repre«nting have been constructed J«P “*■ 
the Urg.,, pbne, of ,0, lolo .nd other 
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that it is more than seven hundred times as big as our 
Earth. No doubt certain features are to be remarked 
even on the ball of Saturn, but anything that can be 
thereon discerned is greatly inferior in interest to the 
phenomena which can be seen on the other great globe, 
Jupiter, which is at once larger than Saturn and much 
nearer to the terrestrial obsen'er. But the feature which 
gives to Saturn a unique interest is the marvellous ring, 
or rather system of rings, by which its globe is surrounded. 

Next outside Saturn we come to Uranus, but the 
interest of this object as a telescopic spectacle is very much 
less than are those presented by the other great planets 
we have mentioned. Notwithstanding the mighty globe 
which Uranus no doubt possesses, it presents but little that 
is noteworthy so far as its features are concerned. There 
is, indeed, a double reason for the apparent insignificance 
of Uranus. In the first place, the remoteness of this 
planet is such that from our point of view its mighty bulk 
seems reduced to very minute dimensions, though it is still 
sufficiently large to be discriminated from a star by the 
telescopic visibility of a disc. But tliat this disc is by no 
means obvious without a fairly good telescope will be 
evident from the circumstances whicli were brought to 
light after its discovery had been announced by Herschel. 
It then appeared that the planet had been looked at no 
fewer than seventeen times by even experienced astron- 
omers before it came under Herschel’s notice. No 
expectation of a visible disc on such a body had been 
present to their minds, and tlic actual disc which the body 
possessed was not broad enough to strike unexpectant 
observers. They merely regarded the planet as one of 
the countless host of stars, and recorded its position in 
the star-catalogues which it was the object of their 
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researches to produce How Itttlc were these eatly 
astronomers conscious of the wonderful discovery which 
lay so nearly to their hand* It was m consequence of 
the exceptional acuteness of Hcrschel's powers of obser- 
vation, that when this planet entered into the field of hi* 
telcwrope his scrutiny showed that it had a different aspect 
from that of a fixrf star The attention of the great 
astronomer was accordingly quietened, and he watched 
the tnystenous body narrowly Further observation 
disclosed that this object was in actual movement, this 
arcumstance alone clearly discriminating it from an 
ordinary star Ere long Hcrschd demonstrated that 
what he had found was indeed a majetic planet the 
first of all the bodies so called which have been discovered 
within the memory of man * 

From Tht Story tf tht Svn 


A S EDDINGTON 

THE SECRETS or MAES 
Mars is the only planet whose solid surface can be seen 
and studied, and it tempts us to consider the possibility of 
life in more detail Its smaller size leads to considerably 
different conditions, but the two cssentialsj **r and water, 
are both present though scanty The Martian atmos- 
phere 1$ thinner than oar own but it is perhaps adequate 
It has been proved to contain oxygen There is no 

* Xn Mirch, 1930, the dutowry of an eighth major planet was 
announced by the obsemtoiy it Flagstaff Aiuoal, founded hy 
I’roFessor LowtU (see page »a^ Th» planet is eten raore distant 
than Neptone aoi like other planets, had keen obsetred befoie but 

Uustaken foi a fixed fta* [fdktor] 
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ocean; the surface markings represent, not sea and land, 
but red desert and darker ground which is perhaps moist 
and fertile. A conspicuous feature is the white cap 
covering the pole which is clearly a deposit of snow; it 
must be quite shallow since it melts away completely in 
the summer. Photographs show from time to time 
indubitable clouds which blot out temporarily large areas 
of surface detail; clear weather, however, is more usual. 
The air, if cloudless, is slightly hazy. W. H. Wright 
has shown this very convincingly by comparing photo- 
graphs taken with light of different wave-lengths. Light 
of short wave-length is much scattered by haze and 
accordingly the ordinary photographs are disappointingly 
blurry. Much sharper surface-detail is shown when 
visual yellow light is employed (a yellow screen being 
commonly used to adapt visual telescopes for photography) ; 
being of longer wave-length the visual rays penetrate the 
haze more easily. Still dearer detail is obtained by photo- 
graphing with the long infra-red waves. 

Great attention has lately been paid to the determin- 
ation of the temperature of the surface of Mars; it is 
possible to find this by direct measurement of the heat 
radiated to us from different parts of the surface. The 
results, though in many respects informative, are scarcely 
accurate and accordant enough to give a definite idea of 
the climatology. Naturally the temperature varies a 
great deal between day and night and in different latitudes; 
but on the average the conditions are decidedly chilly. 
Even at the equator the temperature falls below freezing 
point at sunset. If we accepted the present determin- 
ations as definite we should have some doubt as to whether 
life could endure the conditions. 

^ WiUiam Hammond Wright (1871), American astronomer. 
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the seasonal changes of appearance, a rather strong case 
for the existence of vegetation seems to have been made 
out. 

If vegetable life must be admitted, can we exclude 
animal life? I have come to the end of the astronomical 
data and can take no responsibility for anything further that 
you may infer. It is true that the late Professor Lowell ^ 
argued that certain more or less straight markings on the 
planet represent an artificial irrigation system and are the 
signs of an advanced civilization; but this theory has not, 
I think, won much support. In justice to the author 
of this speculation it should be said that his own work 
and that of his observatory have made a magnificent 
contribution to our knowledge of Mars; but few would 
follow him all the way on the more picturesque side of 
his conclusions. Finally we may stress one point. Mars 
has every appearance of being a planet long past its prime; 
and it is in any case improbable that two planets differing 
so much as Mars and the Earth would be in the zenith 
of biological development contemporaneously. 

From The Nature of the Physical World. 


SIR JAMES JEANS 

OUR GOSSAMER UNIVERSE 

Until quite recently, atoms were regarded as the per- 
manent bricks of which the whole universe was built. 
All the changes of the universe were supposed to amount 
to nothing more drastic than a rearrangement of per- 
manent indestructible atoms; like a child’s box of bricks, 
these built many buildings in turn. The story of twen- 
^ Professor Percival Lowell (1855-1916), American astronomer. 
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neth-century physics K pnmanjy the story of the shatter- 
ing of this concept 

It was towards the end of the last century that Crookes,* 
Lenard,* and, above all. Sir J J Thomson * first began 
to break up the atom The structures which had been 
deemed the unbreakable bricks of the universe for more 
than 2,000 years, were suddenly shown to be very sus 
cepuble to having fragments dnppcd off A milestone 
was reached in 1895, when Thomson showed that these 
fragments were identical, no matter what type of atom 
they came from, they were of equal weight and they 
carried equal charges of negamc elecinaty On account 

of this last property they were c^led elearons.’ The 
atom cannot, however, be built up of electrons and 
niMhing else, for as each electron carries a negative charge 
of electricity, a structure which consisted of nothing but 
electrons would also carry a negative charge Two 
negative charges ofelectno^ repel one another, as also do 
two positive charges, while two charges, one of positive 
and one of negaave cicctnaty, attract one another This 
makes it easy to determine whether any body or structure 
carries a positive or a negative charge of electricity, or 
no charge at all Observation shows that a complete 
atom carnes no charge at all, so that somewhere m the 
atom there must be a positive charge of electricity, of 
amountjust sufficient to neutralize the combined neganie 
charges of all the electrons 

In Jpn, expeninents by Sir Ernest Rutherford* and 
others revealed the architecture of the atom- As we 

* Sir iQiain Crooket (1I31-1 JI9] 

E-A votttaiiard(iSSz) 
a ^ John Thoisioa 

* Str Emm RDcbnSxd 
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shall soon sec, nature herself provides an endless supply 
of small particles charged with positive electricity, and 
moving with very high speeds, in the a-particles shot off 
from radio-active substances. Rutherford’s method was 
in brief to fire these into atoms and observe the result. 
And the surprising result he obtained was that the vast 
majority of these bullets passed straight through the atom 
as though it simply did not exist. It was like shooting 
at a ghost. 

Yet the atom was not all ghostly. A tiny fraction — 
perhaps one in 10,000 — of the bullets were deflected 
from their courses as if they had met something very 
substantial indeed. A mathematical calculation showed 
that these obstacles could only be the missing positive 
charges of the atoms. 

A detailed study of the paths of these projectiles proved 
that the whole positive charge of an atom must be con- 
centrated in a single very small space, having dimensions 
of the order of only a millionth of a millionth of an inch. 
In this way, Rutherford was led to propound the view 
of atomic structure which is generally associated with his 
name. He supposed the chemical properties and nature 
of the atom to reside in a weighty, but excessively minute, 
central ‘nucleus’ carrying a positive charge of electricity, 
around which a number of negatively charged electrons 
described orbits. It was of course necessary to suppose 
the electrons to be in motion in the atom, otherwise the 
attraction of positive for negative electricity would im- 
mediately draw them into the central nucleus — just as 
gravitational attraction would cause the earth to fall into 
the sun, were it not for the orbital motion of the former. 
In brief Rutherford supposed the atom to be constructed 
like the solar system, the heavy central nucleus playing 
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the part of the sun and the dccirons acting the parts of 

the planets 

The speeds with whidt these electrons fly round their 
tiny orhits ate teinfic. The average electron resolves 
around its nucleus several thousand million million times 
every second, with a speed of hundreds of miles a second 
Thus the sr^lncss of their orbits does not prevent the 
electrons moving with higher orbital speeds than the 
planets, or even the stars themselves 

By deanng a space around the central nucleus, and 
so preventing other atoms from coming too near to it, 
these electronic orbits givcsii* to the atom The volume 
of space kept clear by the electrons is cnonnously greater 
than the total volume of the elecuons, foughly> the ratio 
of volumes is that of the battlefield to the bullets The 
atom, with a radius of about a x to-* ems , has about 
100,000 times the diameter, and so about a thou»nd 
million million times the veJutne, of a single electron, 
which has a radius of only about 2 X lo cms. The 
nucleus, although it generally weighs 3,000 or 4,000 
times as much as all the dectrora m the atom together, 
is at roost comparable m size with, and may be even 
smaller than, a single dcctron 

We have already commented on the extreme emptiness 
of astronomical space Choose a point m space at ran- 
dom, and the odds against its being occupied by a star 
are enormous Even the solar system consists over 
wheltnmgly of empty space, dioose a spot inside the solar 
system at random, and there arc still immense odds against 
its being occupied by a planet or even by a comet, meteorite 
or smaller body And now we see that this emptiness 
extends also to the space of jdiysics. Even inside the 
atom we choose a point at twidom, and the odds against 
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there being anything there are immensej they are of the 
order of at least millions of millions to one. We saw 
how six specks of dust inside Waterloo Station represented 
— or rather over-represented — the extent to which space 
was crowded with stars. ^ In the same way a few wasps 
— six for the atom of carbon — flying around in Waterloo 
Station will represent the extent to which the atom is 
crowded witlr electrons — all the rest is emptiness. As 
we pass the whole structure of the universe under review, 
from the giant nebulae and the vast inter-stellar and 
inter-nebular spaces down to the tiny structure of the 
atom, little but vacant space passes before our mental 
gaze. We live in a gossamer universe; pattern, plan 
and design are there in abundance, but solid substance 
is rare. 


From The Universe Jround Us. 
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THORNTON WILDER 

THE ABBESS TRAIHS MZS. SUCCESSOtl 
Latily she had felt not only the breath of old age against 
her cheek, but a graver warning A chill of terror went 
through her, not for hcredf, but for her work. Who 
was there m Peru to value the things she had valued* 
And nsmg one daj at dawn she had made a rapid joumej 
through her hospital and convent and orphanage, looking 
for a soul she might tram to be her successor She 
hurried front empty face to empty face, occasionally 
pausing more from hope than conviction In the court- 
yard she came upon a company of girls at work over the 
linen and her eyes fell at once upon a girl of twehe who 
was directing the others at the trough and at the same 
time recounting to them with great dramatic fire the less 
probable miracles m the life of Saint Rose of Lima 
So It was that the search ended with Pepita The 
education for greatness is difficult enough at any time, 
but amid the sensibilities and jealousies of a convent it 
must be conducted with fantastic indirection Pepita 
was assigned to the most disliked tasks in the house, but 
she came to understand all the aspects of its admims- 
rration She accompanied the Ahbex on her journeys, 
even though jt was ir» the capcity of custodian of the 
eggs and vegetables. And everywhere, by surprise. 
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hours would open up in which the directress suddenly- 
appeared and talked to her at great length, not only on 
religious experience, but on how to manage women and 
how to plan contagious wards and how to beg for money. 
It was a step in this education for greatness that resulted 
in Pepita’s arriving one day and entering upon the crazy 
duties of being Dona Marfa’s companion. For the first 
two years she merely came for an occasional afternoon, 
but finally she came to the palace to live. She had never 
been taught to expect happiness, and the inconveniences, 
not to say terrors, of her new position did not seem to 
her excessive for a girl of fourteen. She did not suspect 
that the Abbess was even there hovering about the house, 
herself estimating the stresses and watching for the 
moment when a burden harms and not strengthens, 

A few of Pepita’s trials were physical: for example, 
the servants in the house took advantage of Dona Marfa’s 
indisposition; they opened up the bedrooms of the palace 
to their relatives; they stole freely. Alone Pepita stood 
out against them and suffered a persecution of small 
discomforts and practical jokes. Her mind, similarly, 
had its distresses: when she accompanied Dona Marfa 
on her errands in the city, tire older woman would be 
seized with the desire to dash into a church, for what 
she had lost of religion as faith she had replaced with 
religion as magic. ‘Stay here in the sunlight, my dear 
child; I shall not be long,’ she would say. Dona Marfa 
would then forget herself in a reverie before the altar 
and leave the church by another door. Pepita had been 
brought up by Madre Marfa del Pilar to an almost 
morbid obedience and when after many hours she ven- 
tured into the church and made sure that her mistress 
was no longer there, still she returned to the street corner 
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From The Bndge ef San Luu Ktj 


SAMUEL BUTLER 

ON THE ABETAHCE OF MEMORY 

\\ ittv aroimstances ha%e led us to change our hahi 


Wittv arcumstances nase leo us lu 
of hfe — as when the univeraty has succeeded , 

professional hfe the nniscrsity— we get into many tr« 
watT, and leave many <dd ones But on i 

old scene, unless the lapse of time has been if»r i 7 
great, w e capcnencc a desire to revert to old habits 
say that old associations crowd upon us Let a X 

man,afterthirty years’ absence from Cambndge, pace o 



SAMUEL BUTLER 233 

five minutes in the cloister of Neville’s Court, and listen 
to the echo of his footfall, as it licks up against the end 
of the cloister, or let an old Johnian stand wherever he 
likes in the third Court of St. John’s, in either case he will 
find tire thirty years drop out of his life, as if they were 
half an hour; his life will have rolled back upon itself, 
to the date when he was an undergraduate, and his 
instinct will be to do almost mechanically, whatever it 
would have come most natural to him to do, when he was 
last there at the same season of the year, and the same 
hour of the day; and it is plain this is due to similarity 
of environment, for if the place he revisits be much 
changed, there will be little or no association. 

So those who are accustomed at inteiv'als to cross the 
Atlantic, get into certain habits on board ship, different 
to their usual ones. It may be that at home they never 
play whist; on board ship they do nothing else all the 
evening. At home they never touch spirits; on the 
voyage they regularly take a glass of something before 
they go to bed. They do not smoke at home; here they 
are smoking all day. Once the voyage is at an end, they 
return without an effort to their usual habits, and do not 
feel any wish for cards, spirits, or tobacco. They do 
not remember yesterday, when they did want all these 
things; at least, not with such force as to be influenced 
by it in their desires and actions; their true memory — 
the memory which makes them want, and do, reverts 
to the last occasion on which they were in circumstances 
like their present; they therefore want now what they 
wanted then, and nothing more; but when the time comes 
for them to go on shipboard again, no sooner do they smell 
the smell of the ship, than their real memory reverts to 
the times when they were last at sea, and striking a 
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may be inferred from the fact that they generally go on 
doing what they have been doing most lately, though 
accustomed to make certain changes at certain points 
in their existence. When the time comes for these 
changes, they appear to know it, and either bud forth 
into leaf, or shed their leaves, as the case may be. If we 
keep a bulb in a paper bag it seems to remember having 
been a bulb before, until the time comes for it to put 
forth roots and grow. Then, if we supply it with earth 
and moisture, it seems to know where it is, and to go on 
doing now whatever it did when it was last planted; but 
if we keep it in the bag too long, it knows that it ought, 
according to its last experience, to be treated difFerently, 
and shows plain symptoms of uneasiness; it is distracted 
by the bag, which makes it remember its bulbhood, and 
also by the want of earth and water, without which 
associations its memory of its previous growth cannot be 
duly kindled. Its roots, therefore, which are most 
accustomed to earth and water, do not grow; but its leaves, 
which do not require contact with these things to jog 
their memory, make a more decided effort at development 
— a fact which would seem to go strongly in favour of 
the functional independence of the parts of all but the 
very simplest living organisms, if, indeed, more evidence 
were wanted in support of this. 

From Life and Habit. 


G. M. TREVELYAN 

wycliffe’s trial at ST. Paul’s 

On February 19 the Bishops assembled in the Lady 
Chapel behind the altar and waited for the accused to 
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appear The London mob crowded the whole length 
of the a>sle, up which the pnsoner had to pass from the 
mam entrance The personal feelings of the Londoners 
towards IVydiffe were not those of asetsion, and a year 
later, they brofce in on such another tribunal to rescue 
him from the Bishops But Lxindon was now thinking 
not of Wycliffe, but of John of Gaunt The political 
existence of the great city was that weeV m fearful danger 
The ministers had, m the name of the Kmg, introduced 
into Parliament then sitang at Westminster a bill framed 
to take the goverrunent of London out of the hands of 
theMayor and put it into the hands of the King’s Mai^al> 
who was at present represented by l<ird Percy The 
measure was m the hands of Percy himself, and of Thomas 
of Woodstock, the younger brother and fnend of John 
of Gaunt, who had just come of age, and now, for the 
first time, appeared in the political arena. If the bill 
had been pa^, if, which was far more difficult, it had 
been enforced, the lives and hberues of the citiaens would 
have been at the mercy of the ttumsters, the support of 
London would have been removed for ever from the 
House of Commons, and the dread of London from the 
evildoers at the Court of Westminster It may be 
presumed that ciQicns that day wue thinking of matters 
that concerned them more nearly than the ments of the 
pnsoner and his judges 

Wycliffe amved at the door of the great Cathedral 
and moved slowly up the crowded aisle which boasted 
to be the longest m Christendom Four fnars from 
Oxford, each representing one of their four orders, came 
with him to defend his doctnnes. But the pnsoner 
was not supported by logic and learmng alone By his 
side walked the great Duke, m front strode the King's 
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Marshal, the Northern lord who proposed to administer 
border-law in the streets of London. With all the pride 
of a Percy, he pushed the merchants and prentices to 
right and left, to make room for his patron and his strange 
friend. Considering the circumstances of the case, 
and the violence which the Londoners so often displayed, 
it is more wonderful that the noblemen returned to 
Westminster alive, than that the mob forgot for the time 
their favour to Wydiffe and his doctrine. Courtenay, 
Bishop of London, who appears to have been in the 
aisle as the procession moved up it, angrily rebuked 
Lord Percy for mishandling his flock, declaring that he 
would never have admitted them into the church if he 
had known that they were going to behave in this manner. 
The Duke answered that they would do as they pleased, 
whether tlie Bishop liked it or not. 

They had now reached the Lady Chapel where the 
conclave was sitting. The Duke and Lord took chairs 
for themselves, and Percy bade Wydiffe be seated; 
‘ Since you have much to reply, you will need all the softer 
seat.’ Courtenay, whose hot blood had been already 
stirred by the insolence the men had shown at their 
entry, cried out that the suggestion was impertinent, 
and that the accused should stand to give his answers. 
The two nobles swore that he should sit; Courtenay, 
taking the proceedings out of the hands of Archbishop 
Sudbury, who was glad enough to sit quiet, insisted that 
the prisoner should stand. The Duke, finding that he 
could not carry the point, broke out into abuse and 
threats. He would bring down the pride of all the 
Bishops of England; Courtenay need not trust in his 
parents, the Earl and Countess of Devon, for they would 
have enough to do to take care of themselves. The 



klODEKH TXOit 


240 

had been enlarged and beautified by successive generations 
of the Earls and Dukes oTLancaster It stood amid green 
lawns running down to the banks of the Thames, and 
pleasure-gardens then famous for their roses, and still 
remembered because Chaucer loved them and drew from 
them soft inspiration If it could have survived the 
hand of violence, this beautiful palace might to-day be one 
of the finest monuments of the life and art of the Middle 
Ages Unfortunately it was situated half way between 
Westminster and London, in a position peculiarly exposed 
to attack from the city Here the rioters, not knowing 
that he had escaped across the nver, hoped to find and 
kill John of Gaunt and to bum his mansion over him 
Meeting on their way a pnest who was foolish enough to 
revile Peter de la Marc as a traitor, they beat the unfor 
tunate man to death News of the uproar was brought 
to the Bishop of London, who insuntly rose from dinner 
and hastened after them He overtook them m ome, 
and induced them to relinquish their purpose, so gmng 
to the Savoy another four years of precarious existence, 
till a more famous not finally levelled it to the ground 
The mob contented itself with parading the strecR of 
London, insulung those of the Duke s supporters whom 
they met, and reversing h» arms which were hung up 
over a shop in Cheapsidc His retainers, who had for- 
merly been seen swaggering and hectoring about the 
streets under the protection of his badge, now plucked 
the dangerous symbd from their necks and hid « m 
their sleeves 

From Bigfand in the Age of jr^rffe 



MAX BEERBOHM 


241 


MAX BEERBOHM 

HOSTS AND GUESTS 

Our deepest instincts, bad or good, are those which we 
share with die rest of the animal creation. To oifer hos- 
pitality, or to accept it, is but an instinct which man has 
acquired in the long course of his self-development. 
Lions do not ask one another to their lairs, nor do birds 
keep open nest. Certain wolves and tigers, it is true, 
have been so seduced by man from their natural state that 
they will deign to accept man’s hospitality. But when 
you give a bone to your dog, does he run out and invite 
another dog to share it with him? — and does your cat 
insist on having a circle of other cats around her saucer 
of milk? Quite the contrary. A deep sense of personal 
property is common to all these creatures. Thousands 
of years hence they may have acquired some willingness 
to share things with their friends. Or rather, dogs may; 
cats, I think, not. Meanwhile, let us not be censorious. 
Though certain monkeys assuredly were of finer and 
more malleable stuff than any wolves or tigers, it was a 
very long time indeed before even we began to be hos- 
pitable. The cavemen did not entertain. It may be 
that now and again — say, towards the end of the Stone 
Age — one or another among the more enlightened of 
them said to his wife, while she plucked an eagle that 
he had snared the day before, ‘That red-haired man who 
lives in tlie next valley seems to be a decent, harmless 
sort of person. And sometimes I fancy he is rather 
lonely. I think I will ask him to dine with us to-night,’ 
and, presently going out, met the red-haired man and said 
to him, ‘Are you doing anything to-night? If not, 
won’t you dine with us? It would be a great pleasure 

Q 
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to my wife Only oursdtcs Come just sis you are 
‘That IS most good of jou, but,' stammered the red- 
haired man, ‘as ilHuct will have it, I om engaged t®* 
night A long-standing, formal invitation I wish I 
could get out of It, but I simply can't I have a morbid 
consaentiousness about such things ' Thus we see that 
the will to offer hospitality was an earlier growth tfian 
the will to accept n But we must beware of thinking 
these two things identical with the mere will to give and 
the mere will to receive It is unlikely that the red- 
haired man would have refused a slice of eagfe if it }wd 
been offered to him where he stood And it is still 
more unlikely that his fnend would base handed it to 
him. Such 1$ not the way of hosts The hospioble 
instinct B not whoUy altruistic There is pnde and 
egosim oiaed up with it, as I shall show 

Meanwhile, why did the red-haired man babble 
those excuses! It was because he scented clanger He 
was not by nature su^icioin, but— what pcesible motive, 
except murder, could this man have for cntaatig him to 
that cave’ Acquaintance in the open valley was all 
very well and pleasant, but a strange den after dark — no, 
nol You despise him for h« fears^ Yet these were not 
really So absurd as they may seem As man progressed 
in avilization, and grew to be definitely gregarious, 
hc^itality became more a matter of course But even 
then It was not above suspicion. It was not hed^ 
around with those unwritten laws which make it the safe 
and eligible thing «-e know to-day In the annals of 
hospitality there arc many pages that make painful reading» 
many a great dark blot is there which the Recording Angel 
may wish, but will not be able, to wipe out with a tear 
If 1 were a hest, I should ignore these tomes. Being 
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a guest, I sometimes glance into them, but with more 
of horror, I assure you, than of malicious amusement. 
I carefully avoid those which treat of hospitality among 
barbarous races. Things done in the best periods of the 
most enlightened peoples are quite bad enough. The 
Israelites were the salt of the earth. But can you imagine 
a deed of colder-blooded treachery than Jael’s? You 
would think it must have been held accursed by even the 
basest minds. Y et thus sang Deborah and Barak, ‘Blessed 
above women shall Jael the wife of Heber the Kenite be, 
blessed shall she be among women in the tent.’ And 
Barak, remember, was a gallant soldier, and Deborah was 
a prophetess who ‘judged Israel at that time.’ So much 
for the ideals of hospitality among the children of Israel. 

Of the Homeric Greeks it may be said that they too 
were the salt of the earth; and it may be added that in 
their pungent and antiseptic quality there was mingled 
a measure of sweetness, not to be found in the children of 
Israel. I do not say outright that Odysseus ought not 
to have slain the suitors. That is a debatable point. 
It is true that they were guests under his roof. But he 
had not invited them. Let us give him the benefit of the 
doubt. I am thinking of another episode in his life. 
By what Circe did, and by his disregard of what she had 
done, a searching light is cast on the laxity of Homeric 
Greek notions as to what was due to guests. Odysseus 
was a clever, but not a bad man, and his standard of general 
conduct was high enough. Yet, having foiled Circe in 
her purpose to turn him into a swine, and having forced 
her to restore his comrades to human shape, he did not 
let pass the barrier of his teeth any such winged words 
as ‘Now will I bide no more under thy roof, Circe, but 
fere across the sea with my dear comrades, even unto 
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mmc own home, for that which thou didst was an cvnl 
thing, and one not meet to be done unto strangert bjr the 
daughter of a god * He kecens to have said nothing m 
particular, to have attepted with alacrity the invitation 
that he and hia dear comrades ^ould prolong their nsit, 
and to have prolonged It with ihcio for a whole year 
My eye roves, for icbef, to those shell es where the 
later am^are I take down a tome at random Rome 
m the fifteenth century civilization never was more 
bnlliant than there and then, I imagine, and yet — no, I 
replace that tome I saw enough in it to remind me 
that the Borgias selected and laid down rare poisons m 
their cellars with as much thought as they gave to their 
vintage wines Extraordinary’— >but the Romans do 

not seem to haie thought so An invitation to dine ec 
the Palazzo Borghese was accounted the highest social 
honour I am aware that m recent books of Italian 
history there has been a tendency to whiten the Borgi** 
characters But I myself hold to the old romantic blade 
way of looking at the Borgus I maintain that though 
you would often in the fifteenth century have heard 
the snobbish Roman say, m a would be off hand tone, 
*1 am dmingwitb the Borgias tD-n;ght,’no Roman ever 
was able to say, I dined last night with the Borgias * 
From And Et,en AVtc. 

J B PRIESTLEY 
aiR ruKCH 

So far this summer seems to have been passed in the 
shadow of Punch There are four children m this 
house and they hardly ever think about anything but 
Punch — not the paper but Ae genuine puppet He can 
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be seen on the beach every morning and afternoon, and 
as often as they are allowed to, the children pay him a 
visit. They are for ever talking about him, discussing 
him as you or I might discuss Mr. Baldwin, though 
with more excitement. And nearly every evening, 
between tea and bedtime, tliey all act Punch. We 
seem to have rented a house in Punchdom. If I were 
to walk out one of these evenings and discover that 
the beach and promenade were crowded with Punches, 
Judies, babies, clowns, policemen, beadles, hangmen, 
comic boxers, and crocodiles, I should not be very sur- 
prised. The real people here are quite shadowy. The 
place is completely dominated by these antique but 
energetic puppets. I have never seen the mayor of 
the town, but if I did see him and found diat he had a 
tremendous red nose, staring eyes, a cocked hat and a 
hump, I doubt if I should be startled. If the town clerk 
wears a frill in place of a collar, has red spots on his face, 
and calls himself Joey, I shall refuse to be astonished. 
Why, even the fishermen here have suspiciously squeaky 
voices, and tlrere is something curiously wooden about 
them. And those men who call out as one passes, 
‘Obble-obble-obble on the motor-boat, sir,’ or something 
like that, is there not something queer about them? 

The children, who had not met Mr. Punch before, 
fell at .once, victims of his conquering cudgel. Last 
year’s pantomime could not compare with him. To 
tell the truth, they hardly laughed at all at the pantomime. 
Astonishingly nimble and industrious drolls tumbled 
about the stage, smashed crockery, threw flour and water 
at one another, but all to no purpose. The children 
regarded them with wide, innocent eyes, into which there 
crept, after a time, a certain hardening of contempt. I 
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laughed untJ the tears tan dosm my cheeks. 
at the man seho, bemg told to count the 
promptly smashed them with a hammer, but the clii 
Lrdly smfled The eldest of them was 
nant with the plate-smashing man, she said he 
stupid . she knew that that was no way to count plat» 

Ko, the pantomime was not a success Butthemome 

they saw Mr Punch, they were enraptured His pc * 
formance was not a large and confusing affair, ' ® * 
pantomime, it was small and debghtful and, m its ^ 
fantastic way, sensible 1 doubt if they had es'cr 
told anything about Punch, but they understood him at a 
glance and he immediately took a place beside 
Riding Hood and the Three Bears Indeed, he soon 
became more important, if only because you had T , 
go down to the beach to find him doing something, w' 
perhaps something he had never done before In one 
bound he became the roost important person in the 
place, one to be discussed from every point of vi^ 
There was great talk m the nursery about ‘Mr Punch s 
house,’ and I was consulted almost at once, for ^ 
regarded there as an authority on what arc called nin- 
nies’ The general impression seems to be that Pu 
and I are old fnends — probably at school together 
do my best to live up to this greatness that has been 
thrust upon me, but it is very hard work. • 

Punches differ, I suppose We are lucky in ours here 
He IS a Punch of teroperament Thus, he will not come 
out at all until the younger members of the audience 
have shouted — and at the very top of their voices too 
—that they are ready and waiting ‘Louder, louder! 
he squeaks from the mysterious depths, and all the children 
yell away But once be is out, you could not ask for a 
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more free-and-easy fellow. He is not one of your 
Punches who must go through the routine adventures 
with babies and hangmen and will not do anything else. 
No, our Punch likes to have fun with everybody. He 
. is mischievous and he is also very conceited — ‘That’s 
the way to do it,’ he is always saying, like the artist he is 
— ^but he is the best playfellow in the world. His gusto 
is magnificent. He does not merely throw the baby 
out once, he throws it out any number of times. No 
sooner has it gone than he asks to have it back so that 
he can throw it out again. His fun with the Master is 
endless. (The Master is the man who stands at the 
side — ^when he is not going round with the hat.) He 
even steals the Master’s hat and throws a frying pan at 
him. He is fond of luring little boys to stand close to the 
stage, and then he likes to snatch their caps. If little 
girls come up, he insists upon kissing them — ‘Kissee, 
kissee, kissee,’ he squeaks shamelessly — and he always 
tells the Master that he wants to kiss all the bigger girls 
who are standing at the back. This he is not allowed 
to do, so frequently he encourages a bout between two 
unusually ferocious boxers, who fight so long that both 
are tired out and are then knocked on the head very 
easily. At otlrer times, he will give out prizes or sing 
songs that the children must repeat after him. How 
they shout when he asks them, as he always does, if they 
have seen the baby or the crocodile! 

Some time ago there arrived at this house a large 
parcel, out of which came a Punch, a Judy with a par- 
ticularly long, unpleasant face, a Baby that looked like a 
member of a German Y outh movement, a beadle or other 
functionary with a three-cornered hat, a policeman with a 
red beard and a spiked helmet — a creature too exotic for 



our taste — and a Devil, horns and all ^ r 
best that the toy-shop (and Germany) cou 
in the matter of children $ Pundi sets, 
was no clown (a great loss), no crocodile, 
we managed very well These pupp^ 

with us a week, however, before Mr Punch, ' 

htileMr punch, ofcouTse,notthcreaIoneontneD > 

was lost Seardi parties went out, but he was n 
found He may have gone back to Germany, ® ^ 
have run away with another and prettier Judy, ® 
have been fnghtened by the bigger Punch, we ° 
know what happened to him Out of this 
however, I plucked the white fiowcr of one ^ 
afternoon, during which I turned the Devil into 
I cut off his horns I arved the fece, I scraped o 
was left of the old paml then with a sixpenny 
colours from Woolworth $ I repainted the face, * 
fine hat out of the comer of a stout foolscap envt 
and— behold! — the Devil was no mote and Punch 


come back again Is there an allegory m this^ 

And now my Punch gives a show, popping np 
bch nd an armchair or settee and squeaking ’That s 
way to do it,’ at least once a day here He throve 
things nearly as well as the proper Punch down on the 
beach Indeed, he is rather loo enthusiastic 
throwing things. But a wonderful thing has happened 
— to him, to all of us. This needs the glory of ital « 
and It shall have them H* hat ittn rteoptrttd hy tW 
freptr Mr Punch Isn t that amazingl But that W 

notall Not only has OUT little Punch been recogni*^ 

by hii bigbrother,but so haveall the four children H 
happened one morning last week, and we were so excited 
afterwards that we could hardly cat our lunch Some' 
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body in this house must have guessed that something 
unusual was about to happen because the children were 
told that they could go and see Punch and take their 
own puppet with them — ^but that only makes it all the 
more mysterious. Mr. Punch called up all the four 
children; he knew their names; he knew that one of 
them had been ill not long ago; and he knew that they 
had a little Punch of their own, and when he saw him, 
he was very pleased and proud, so that you could tell at 
once that our Punch really was a member of the family. 

If you should point out that we are overdoing this 
Punch business, I doubt if I should disagree with you. 
There can be too much Punchery. You are beginning 
to think that we are snobs, with our ‘Punch this’ and 
‘Punch that.’ I suppose we are. But — dash it all ! — 
do you realize that we know him, that he has spoken 
to us? Has he ever spoken to you? No, I thought not. 

From The Balconinny. 

SIR WALTER RALEIGH 

THE WORLD OF WORDS 

With words literature begins, and to words it must 
return. Coloured by the neighbourhood of silence, 
solemnized by thought or steeled by action, words are 
still its only means of rising above words. '’Accedat 
verhum ad elementumj' said St. Ambrose, 'et fiat sacra- 
mntium' So the elementary passions, pity and love, 
wrath and terror, are not in themselves poetical; they 
must be wrought upon by the word to become poetry. 
In no other way can suffering be transformed to pathos, 
or horror reach its apotheosis in tragedy. 

When all has been said, there remains a residue capable 
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body in this house must have guessed that something 
unusual was about to happen because the children were 
told that they could go and see Punch and take their 
own puppet witli them — but that only makes it all the 
more mysterious. Mr. Punch called up all the four 
children; he knew their names; he knew that one of 
them had been ill not long ago; and he knew that they 
had a little Punch of their own, and when he saw him, 
he was very pleased and proud, so that you could tell at 
once that our Punch really was a member of the family. 

If you should point out that we are overdoing this 
Punch business, I doubt if I should disagree with you. 
There can be too much Punchery. You are beginning 
to think that we are snobs, with our ‘Punch this’ and 
‘Punch that.’ I suppose we are. But — dash it all ! — ■ 
do you realize that we know him, that he has spoken 
to us? Has he ever spoken to you? No, I thought not. 

From The Balconinny, 

SIR WALTER RALEIGH 

THE WORLD OF WORDS 

With words literature begins, and to words it must 
return. Coloured by the neighbourhood of silence, 
solemnized by thought or steeled by action, words are 
still its only means of rising above words, ‘jiccedai 
verbum ad elementum^ said St. Ambrose, 'et fiat sacra- 
TtienUm' So the elementary passions, pity and love, 
wrath and terror, are not in themselves poetical; they 
must be wrought upon by the word to become poetrjL 
In no other way can suffering be transformed to pathos, 
or horror reach its apotheosis in tragedy. 

When all has been said, there remains a residue capable 
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of no formal cJcpUnalion Languagr, this array of corr 
ventional symbols locsrlf strung logctbfr, anJ blown 
about by cscry wandenng breath, is miraculously vital 
and expressive, justifying not a few of the myriad super- 
stitions that have always attached to Jts iKc The same 
words are free to all, yet no vrealth or distinction of 
vocabulary is needed for a group of words to take the 
stamp of an individual mmd and character *As » 
quality of style,' says Mr Pater, ‘soul is a fact.' To 
resolve how words, like bodies, become transparent 
when they arc inhabited by that luminous reality, is a 
higher pitch than metaphysic wit can fly Ardent 
persuasion and deep feeling enkindle words, so that the 
weakest take on glory The humblest and most despised 
of common phrases may be the chesen rrssel for the 
next avatar of the rpint It is the old problem, to be 
met only by the old solution of the Platomsr, that 
Soul IS form, and doth the body make 
The soul IS able to inform language by some strange 
means other than the choice and arrangement of words 
and phrases Real novelty of vocabulary is impossible! 
m the matter of language we lead a parasitical existence, 
and are idways quoting Quotations, conscious or un- 
consoous, vary in kind according as the mind is acme 
to work upon them and make them its own In its 
grossest and most servile form quoBtion is a lazy /dH/j 
a thought has received some signal or notonous expres- 
s on, and as often as the old sense, or something like if, 
recurs, the old phrase nses to the lips. This degenerates 
to simple phrase mongenng, and those who practise Jt 
are not vigilantly jealous of their meaning. Such an 
expression as ‘fine by degrees and beautifully less is 
often no more than a Woated equivalent for a single 



SIR WALTER RALEIGH 25^ 

word— say ‘diminishing’ or ‘shrinking.’ Quotations 
like this are the warts and excremental parts of language; 
the borrowings of good writers are never thus super- 
fluous, their quotations are appropriations. Whether 
it he hy some witty turn given to a well-known line, 
hy an original setting for an old saw, or by a new and 
unlooked-for analogy, the stamp of the borrower is 
put upon the goods he borrows, and he becomes part 
owner. Plagiarism is a crime only where writing is 
a trade; expression need never be bound by the law of 
copyright while it follows thought, for thought, as some 
great thinker has observed, is free. The words were 
once Shakespeare’s; if only you can feel them as he 
did, they are yours now no less than his. The best 
quotations, the best translations, the best thefts, are all 
equally new and original works. From quotation, at 
least, there is no escape, inasmuch as we learn language 
from others. All common phrases that do the dirty 
work of the world are quotations — ^poor things, and 
not our own. Who first said that a book would ‘repay 
perusal,’ or that any gay scene was ‘bright with all the 
colours of the rainbow’? There is no need to condemn 
these phrases, for language has a vast deal of inferior 
work to do. The expression of thought, temperament, 
attitude, is not the whole of its business. It is only a 
literary fop or doctrinaire who will attempt to remint 
all the small, defaced coinage that passes through his 
hands, only a lisping young fantastico who will refuse 
all conventional ^rments and all conventional speech. 
At a modern wedding the frock-coat is worn, the presents 
are numerous and costly,’ and there is an ‘ovation 
accorded to the happy pair.’ These things are part of 
our public civilization, a decorous and accessible uniform. 
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not to be lightly set aside But let “ f^^tho 
your own who is to marry, a friend o pu 
SU and you are to eirpress yoursdf-Jc « 

dunged, you feel all the difficulties of the art of . 
and fathom something of the depth of you’’ 

Forbidden silence, we should be m a poor way m _ 
Single words too wc plagiarize, when we us 
without realization and mastery of their m^mg ^ 
best a^ument for a succinct style is this, that i y 
words you do not need, or do not understand, you 
not use them well It is not what a word 
what It means to you, that is of the deepest 
Let It be a weak word, with a poor history 'u ’ 
if you have done good Uimlung with it, you F 
use It to surprising advantage But if, on tiw o 
hand, it be a strong word that has never aroused 
than a misty idea and a flickering emouon in your i 
here lies your danger You may use it, for 
none to hinder, and it will betray you The y 

Saxon words prove explosive marines in the han 
rash impotence It is pethaps a certain j 

sciousness of danger, a suspiaon that weakness o 
cannot wield these strong words, that makes debi itj 
avoid them, committing itself rather, as if by some pro* 
esubhshed affinity, to the vaguer Latinized vacabulary 
Yet they are not all to be avmdcd, and their *1“ 
in practice will depend on some occult ability m their 
employer For every living person, if the inaten 
were obtainable, a separate histoncal dictionary mign 
be compiled, recording where each word was first hrat 
or seen, where and how it was first used The reter 
ences are utterly beyond recovery, but such a rcgi*’®^ 
would throw a strange light on md vidual styles T he 
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eloquent trifler, whose stock of words has been accumu- 
lated by a pair of light fingers, would stand denuded 
of his plausible pretences as soon as it were seen how 
roguishly he came by his eloquence. There may be 
literary quality, it is well to remember, in the words 
of a parrot, if only its cage has been happily placed; 
meaning and soul there cannot be. Yet the voice will 
sometimes be mistaken, by the carelessness of chance 
listeners, for a genuine utterance of humanity; and the 
like is true in literature. But writing cannot be luminous 
and great save in the hands of those whose words are 
their own by inheritance, or by conquest. Life is spent 
in learning the meaning of great words, so that some 
idle proverb, known for years and accepted perhaps as 
a truism, comes home, on a day, like a blow. ‘If there 
were not a God,’ said Voltaire, ‘it would be necessary 
to invent him.’ Voltaire had therefore the right to 
use tile word, but some of those who use it most, if 
they would be perfectly sincere, should enclose it in 
quotation marks. Whole nations go for centuries with- 
out coining names for certain virtues; is it credible that 
among other peoples, where the names exist, the need 
for them is epidemic? The author of Ecclesiastical 
Polity puts a bolder and truer face on the matter. ‘Con- 
cerning that Faith, Hope and Charity,’ he writes, ‘with- 
out which there can be no salvation, was there ever 
any mention made saving only in that Law which God 
himself hath from Heaven revealed? There is not in 
world a syllable muttered with certain trutli concern- 
ing any of these three, more tlian hath been supernaturally 
received from the mouth of the eternal God.’ How- 
soever they came to us, we have the words; they, and 
many other terms of tremendous import, are bandied 
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or impoverished in meaning Is the ^ 7 j, 

Paul s Epistle one with the chanty Louis, 

Lthe'erusades of Godfrey and of the great 

where knightly achievement did l,^ng 

temper, essentially the same as PJ^ ^dle- 
the wretched and the outcast for |j,gb 

headed, greasy citizen of to^y »nso^ th 
name’ Of a truth, some kingly words foil to 
estate than Nebuchadnezzar 

Here, among words, our lot is cast, to ma ^ 

It IS m this olBCure thicket, overgrown with w^ 
with thorns, and haunted by diadows, ^‘S 
Words, as the Elizabethans finely called it, ^ 
wander, eternal pioneers, during the course of ou 
1 ves To be overtaken by a master, one who 
along with the gaiety of assured sbll 
the gravity of unflindimg purpose, to make the cr 
ways straight and the rough places plain, is to^m 
confidence from despair He twines wreaths ot 
entangling ivy, and builds tampans of the ihorM 
blazes his mark upon the secular oaks, as a guidanw 
later travellers, and coaxes flame from heaps of mou c 
ing rubbish There is no sense of cheer like this. 
centy, clarity, candour, power, seem real once mo , 

realandeasy In the 1 ght of greatliteraryachicvemen , 

stra ght and wonderful, bice the roads of the 
Komans, barbarism torments the m nd like an 
Yet there are the dusky barbarians* — fleeing from 
harmon ous tread of tfie ordered legions, running to 
hide themselves in the morass of vulgar senument, to 
ambush their nakedness in die sand pits of lowthought 
From Style 
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